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Wish I could forget the taste of your skin and the feel of your hands 
pinning me down 


by KizuKatana 


Summary 


Wei Wuxian would like to think that - if he had known that Lan Wangji would walk out of his 
life immediately after they hooked up- he wouldn’t have given into his ridiculous attraction 
for the man. He wished he were better at lying to himself. 


Guest-starring Lan Wangji’s canonically poor communication choices after romantic cave 
encounters 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


e Translation into Français available: J'aimerais pouvoir oublier le goût de ta peau et la sensation de 
tes mains qui me clouent au sol by loma wwxlwj 


Trying to move on 


Canon divergent - modern cultivator AU, There had been a massive war between cultivation 
sects a thousand years ago, resulting in the majority of cultivation knowledge being wiped 
out along with most cultivators. The sects slowly rebuilt over time but are not significantly 
advanced from where they had been in actual canon. Wei Wuxian, Lan Wangji, etc were not 
alive during that war, so history diverged from canon at that point. (Modern China - Yiling is 
by Jinzhou, Lotus Pier is near Wuhan, Cloud Recesses is in Shanghai.) 


Thank you to ZazGeek for beta-ing this! 


Wei Wuxian and Wen Qing pulled into the driveway at the address the mayor of the small 
town had texted them. For simple jobs, Wei Wuxian usually traveled by sword to avoid 
dealing with traffic and parking. But for more complicated jobs, where there was a decent 
chance of ending up injured or core drained, he drove. He’d learned that lesson the hard way 
once, and Wei Wuxian was nothing if not a fast learner. 


That, and the fact that Wen Qing had put her foot down extremely hard the third time she’d 
had to fly an unconscious Wei Wuxian out from a night hunt that had turned out more 
challenging than the client had thought. Operating as a small cultivation organization, Wei 
Wuxian didn’t have the luxury of back-up the way cultivators who worked for one of the five 
big companies did. Coupled with the fact that Wei Wuxian had rapidly earned a reputation for 
being able to handle near-legendary monsters and curses that most cultivators wouldn’t take 
on, he often over-exerted himself. 


So when the mayor of a nowhere town called about an emergency that put the entire town at 
risk and the civilian authorities wouldn’t touch, Wen Qing was already booking a high speed 
train ticket and a rental car. 


It was already approaching evening, given the long journey they’d had to make from Yiling 
to the small town near Juijang. They had dropped Wen Ning off to get them rooms at one of 
the hotels in town, but Wei Wuxian and Wen Qing had continued on to meet the mayor. 
Given the urgency of the man’s message, it seemed like a good idea to speak with the man 
and not wait another day 


Wei Wuxian texted the Mayor to tell him that they had arrived as soon as he turned the 
engine off. It was late enough in the evening that the Mayor’s office had closed, but he had 
not wanted to wait until the morning to meet with them about the situation. Wei Wuxian had 
a feeling that part of this was that the man was trying to keep the situation private, but he had 
agreed to meet at his home, regardless. It was mid-summer, and - while the temperature in 
Juijang was lower than Yiling - the air was sticky and heavy with the lingering heat of the 
day. Wei Wuxian was glad he was wearing one of his looser T-shirts, red and worn thin with 
age. The black jeans and combat boots were less breathable, but sturdy enough to stand up to 
whatever he was going to be getting himself into. The larger sects had uniforms, one of them 


(a sect he tried very hard not to think about ever ), still wore the traditional hanfus, but most 
had evolved their uniform to fit modern times and more battle-friendly attire. 


Wei Wuxian’s more casual clothing had become something of a trademark. While some of 
the cultivators used to look down their noses at him for being overly casual, he’d quickly 
proved that he was all business when it came to his skill with both sword and spell. 


Wei Wuxian and Wen Qing were walking up the well-manicured pathway to the front door 
when it opened and a slightly balding, middle-aged man in an expensive suit hurried out to 
greet them. 


“Yiling Laozu! And Wen-daifu! We are grateful to you for coming so quickly. Please, come 
inside. We can discuss the situation there with the others.” 


He turned and ushered them up the path towards the house before they could even return his 
greeting. 


“Others?” Wei Wuxian threw a surprised glance at Wen Qing as they followed him. The 
Mayor had asked them not to post on their Weibo where they were headed, as he was trying 
to keep the situation under wraps. The town’s main industry was tourism, so he was likely 
nervous about hurting business. Probably witnesses, then, to help give them more details of 
what they were going up against. 


All thoughts of the ‘others’ being civilian witnesses flew out the window when Wei Wuxian 
followed the mayor into his private sitting room and saw the unmistakable white cultivation 
robes of the Lan. 


After six years of doing everything he possibly could to avoid encountering the Lan, Wei 
Wuxian’s luck had finally worn out. 


Wei Wuxian stopped dead in his tracks at the sight of Lan Wangji. There may or may not 
have been multiple people in the room, but Wei Wuxian’s brain had seized up at the sight of 
one painfully familiar face. Of all the people to randomly run into on a night hunt in the 
middle of fucking nowhere , it had to be the one person he had been carefully avoiding and 
trying his hardest to forget for the past six years. 


Lan Wangji’s golden eyes lifted and locked on his, widening slightly. Lan Wangji was still as 
soul-wrenchingly beautiful as he had been back then, standing perfectly poised and still, his 
pristine white, traditional cultivator’s robes flowing gracefully around him. The nearly 
ethereal grace of him did nothing to disguise his raw power, though, even when he wasn’t 
actively drawing on his spiritual energy. 


Every memory that Wei Wuxian had so carefully locked away came slamming through him, 
squeezing his chest and making it hard to breathe. The way Lan Wangji had looked at him in 
the dim light of the cave, his golden eyes darkening. The scent of his hair and taste of his 
skin, when Wei Wuxian had finally gotten close enough to gain that knowledge. The feel of 
his muscles, moving beneath his skin when he’d pinned Wei Ying to the floor of the cave 
and... 


“ Wei Ying ,’ Lan Wangji said, his voice was slightly deeper now, and still carried the weight 
and intensity of a man who used words sparingly. 


Wei Wuxian hated the way even just hearing his voice made him feel like he’d won a prize. 
So many others had sought the Second Jade’s attention and failed to get it. Wei Wuxian had 
succeeded, and - at the time - he’d read too much into it and thought there was something 
between them. But Wei Wuxian knew better this time. 


He fought to keep his face as neutral as possible, despite the turmoil going on inside his head. 
Based on the concerned glance that Wen Qing sent him, he wasn’t doing a great job. He drew 
a breath, forcing himself to look away from Lan Wangji. He’d already made a fool of himself 
over Lan Wangji once. He wasn’t going to do it again, not when he’d worked so hard to 
establish himself, building a reputation by taking on the hardest and most dangerous night 
hunts. Ones that most other cultivators shied away from. 


No one talked anymore about the fact that Wei Wuxian had been fired from his internship at 
Cloud Recesses Cultivation, or that Lotus Cove Cultivators had not offered him a job despite 
being the ward of the head of the organization. 


Now, they only talked about the brilliance of the Yiling Laozu, and his inventions and daring 
night hunts that no one else could have handled. They also didn’t talk about the more 
mundane work he did for free for people who needed help but couldn’t pay the hefty fee that 
the larger cultivation organizations charged, but Wei Wuxian preferred it that way. If too 
many people talked about him doing work for free, he would find it increasingly harder to get 
paid by those who could afford it. 


Wei Wuxian had had to work twice as hard as his peers who worked with established 
cultivation organizations. The bigger organizations had large and influential networks that 
opened doors for their cultivators. Wei Wuxian had had to kick the doors down all on his 
own, carving out a place for him, Wen Qing, and Wen Ning. 


And he’d done it. He was now almost equally ranked as a cultivator with the Twin Jade 
prodigies of Lan, and he didn’t even have an organization backing him. He got to pick and 
choose who he worked with now. 


All his efforts to avoid working with or even hearing about Lan Wangji were undone in an 
instant by the mayor of a tiny town who should never have called Wei Wuxian if they already 
had the Twin fucking Jades there. 


“Hanguang-Jun,” Wei Wuxian said, his lips curved in a hard-edged smile. 


Lan Wangji stiffened slightly at the formal name, his lips parting as though to say something, 
but - as usual - he remained silent. Since Lan Wangji had not bowed, Wei Wuxian did not, 
either. 


Wei Wuxian forced himself to turn away and focus on the conversation happening around 
him. He could feel Lan Wangji’s gaze boring into him, unwavering, with an intensity that Wei 
Wuxian had once upon a time talked himself into believing was actual interest. He should 
have listened to everyone else when they had told him it was just intense disapproval. 


Wen Qing had thankfully picked up on the fact that Wei Wuxian was not currently 
functioning and had taken over handling the general greetings and niceties with the Mayor. 
The side-eye she leveled Wei Wuxian told him she had clocked his reaction to Lan Wangji 
and would be talking to him about it later. 


He would do his level best to make sure that conversation did not happen. 


“Mayor Li,” Wen Qing said. “I am confused. Your message to us spoke of an urgent situation 
that you needed help with. If you had already called the Lan, we would not have made the 
long trip from Yiling.” 


Ok, so perhaps leaving ‘niceties’ to Wen Qing was not the best idea, but Wei Wuxian was not 
in the mood to placate someone who had forced him to come face-to-face with his oldest and 
most painful mistake. Mayor Li’s eyes flickered between Lan Wangji and Wei Wuxian, 
clearly having picked up on some of the tension. 


“No! I didn’t call them, exactly. The Mayor of the Mo Village had called the Lan about a 
haunting, but then the group of cultivators that arrived evidently never came back out. I 
figured that if the Lan couldn’t handle it, then I certainly wasn’t going to try on my own! And 
the only other cultivator that I thought might be able to handle it was you!” The mayor turned 
to Wei Wuxian, bowing in both apology and supplication. “Zewu-Jun and Hanguang-Jun 
arrived only an hour ago, upon concerns that the group of Lan cultivators did not return to 
Cloud Recesses.” 


Wei Wuxian forced his frustration down at the Mayor’s words. It wasn’t his fault that the Lan 
brothers happened to show up at basically the same time he did. Then the rest of the Mayor’s 
words registered, and Wei Wuxian realized that he had not even noticed Lan Wangji’s brother 
standing next to him. He turned and found Lan Xichen looking at him, a hint of amusement 
in his gaze, likely at Wei Wuxian faux pas at not having even noticed his presence, too busy 
staring at his younger brother. 


“Wei Wuxian. It has been quite some time since we have seen you. I trust you have been 
well,” Lan Xichen said, bowing to the precise degree that etiquette dictated. The way he said 
the words hinted that maybe this was his second time speaking them, but Wei Wuxian could 
do nothing about his earlier distraction. He refused to feel bad about it, given how it had all 
come about in the first place. 


Wei Wuxian smiled in what was more accurately a baring of teeth. He gave a perfunctory 
bow, much less than what Lan Xichen had given him, despite their difference in status. Lan 
Xichen’s words and tone were perfectly polite, unless one knew the circumstances under 
which his organization had last had contact with Wei Wuxian. Wei Wuxian did not give a 
fuck if he offended the man. He did not owe the Lan anything, not even courtesy. 


Instead of answering Lan Xichen’s unasked question, he turned to the Mayor. 


“Tf the Lan are looking into this, then there is no need for our presence. Wen Qing and I will 
spend the night at the hotel in town.” 


Lan Wangji’s eye left Wei Wuxian for the first time since their arrival to settle coldly on Wen 
Qing. Wei Wuxian felt himself bristle. Just because Lan Wangji had decided to get him fired 
didn’t mean that other people wouldn’t want to work with him. Wei Wuxian continued 
speaking to the Mayor, ignoring Lan Wangji. 


“Tf the Lan are able to resolve the issue at Mo Village, then we will leave in the morning. If 
not, then you can decide if you wish to engage their services or ours to handle it. Since you 
weren’t aware of the continuing Lan involvement, I won’t hold you to the false summons 
fee.” 


Wei Wuxian had never actually used it, but he had put it in when one of the wealthier patrons 
kept summoning Wei Wuxian in what became clear was more an attempt to matchmake him 
with her niece than an actual need for cultivation services. He had since put it on his website 
as a deterrent to other rich Aunties with non-cultivation agendas. 


Lan Wangji’s eyebrows raised slightly. “You charge simply for coming?” 


“Only if I am sent for under false pretenses,” Wei Wuxian replied easily, though he didn’t 
owe Lan Wangji an answer. 


Lan Wangji had the nerve to look slightly affronted, the hypocrisy of which made Wei 
Wuxian’s blood boil. 


“Ah, yes. I forgot that the Lan sect would never deign to charge for such a thing. But given 
that I don’t charge a ‘rescue fee’ for civilians who just happen to be in the area, much less 
charging cultivators who did at least half the work while I took the credit, I guess it all 
balances out.” 


Lan Xichen frowned as Lan Wangji froze. 


“The Lan do neither of those things,” Lan Xichen spoke with the calm, patient sureness of 
someone who is either an exceptional liar or grossly naive. 


Wei Wuxian laughed, the bitter notes of it filling the room. 


“Zewu-Jun. Isn’t there a rule of yours that says ‘do not speak with authority on matters you 
do not know?’ I know for a fact that there is one that says ‘Do not tell lies’. As someone who 
has received such a bill from your organization, I can more than assure you it’s true.” 


Wen Qing had taken a step closer to stand tightly by Wei Wuxian’s side, whether as a show of 
solidarity or in case she needed to quickly incapacitate him if he actually drew his sword on 
the Lan brothers was anyone’s guess. Lan Wangji’s eyes narrowed at her, and she narrowed 
hers right back. 


Right. Solidarity it was. 


“Then there must have been some mistake,” Lan Xichen said, the slightest frown marring his 
face. 


Wei Wuxian clenched his jaw. Of course, the Lan would not admit to any such behavior in 
front of others. They had a reputation to uphold. Their ‘mistake’ had cost Wei Wuxian every 
cent he had in medical bills, and left him gravely ill for over a year. But sure. Let’s just call it 
a simple mistake and sweep it under the rug. 


A few years ago, Wei Wuxian would have thrown Lan Xichen’s words back in his face, 
possibly along with his fist. But he knew from experience that powerful people will never 
admit their mistakes, especially not in front of others. All that would happen would be that 
the Lan would deny it. If it came down to Wei Wuxian’s word against the esteemed Lan sect, 
including Zewu-Jun himself, there wasn’t much doubt as to who would be believed in a 
setting like this. All Wei Wuxian would do would be to destroy his own reputation. Wei 
Wuxian would be smarter to just ignore Lan Xichen’s words and leave. Hopefully he could 
make it another six years without ever encountering another Lan. 


Wei Wuxian didn’t say anything aloud in response to Lan Xichen’s ridiculous statement. He 
merely held the elder Lan’s gaze, hoping the man could read the fury in his gaze. Judging by 
the slight widening of his eyes, he was successful. 


The Mayor looked like he was about to twist his hands off, with the anxious way he was 
wringing them, his eyes darting back and forth between Wei Wuxian and the Twin Jades as 
the silence stretched. 


“Please, do not worry,” Mayor Li said, and it was unclear if he was speaking to the Twin 
Jades, Wei Wuxian, or himself. “I am grateful that you came so quickly, and apologize 
profusely if it becomes a wasted trip. We will pay for your lodging and meals while you are 
here, regardless of whether you end up helping with the situation.” 


“And what is the situation?” Wen Qing asked sharply. “Other than there being some dead Lan 
cultivators?” 


The mayor winced at Wen Qing’s blunt wording, but he nodded quickly. “We are... not sure. 
As I said, The mayor of the Mo Village had been having some problems with a minor 
haunting. The estate is very old, and such things are not unusual. It is part of the attraction for 
tourists.” 


“Village hauntings?” Lan Xichen probed. 


“It’s not so much of a full village as it is... was... a larger manor with many wings, and an 
accompanying estate with large grounds and several smaller buildings. The occupancy dates 
back many centuries, though the original family died out long ago. There hasn’t been a ‘Mo’ 
there in more than three hundred years. But much of the architecture has been preserved and 
it is a popular tourist area, with the main hall having been converted into a resort.” 


Wei Wuxian shrugged, wishing the man would get to the point so he could get out of the 
room and find the nearest bar. 


“So they called the Lan, and some cultivators were sent. But your message was much more 
urgent than that when you called us here all the way from Yiling,” Wei Wuxian said, pushing 
him to get to the point faster. 


“Yes! Well, we had expected the Lan cultivators to take care of the issue. We have had good 
experience with the Lan cultivators.” 


Wei Wuxian didn’t quite stifle the soft derisive snort, but Mayor Li did not notice. Lan 
Wangji did, however, and Wei Wuxian could feel the Second Jade’s eyes boring into him. 
Wei Wuxian made sure to look only at the Mayor, not giving Lan Wangji the satisfaction of a 
reaction. 


“I take it that didn’t happen this time,” Wen Qing offered, pressing her foot lightly on Wei 
Wuxian’s in a signal to behave. 


“No. They... we didn’t hear anything for a while, and so I assumed everything was fine. But 
then one of the tour buses arrived and... and everyone in the manor was dead! Even the Lan 
cultivators. The driver saw the bodies at the gate and didn’t even take the tour group inside. 
He just turned around and drove them here as fast as he could. Luckily, it’s the slow season 
so there isn’t another large group expected for another two days, and we had time to cancel 
all the others for this week. Everyone is afraid to go inside the manor. The authorities have 
cordoned it off, but said it was a matter for cultivators, not the police.” 


Wei Wuxian frowned. One or two deaths could happen when a vengeful ghost became too 
powerful. But an entire manor, in just a few days? That was... Not likely to be a ghost. 


“How many people were inside?” Wei Wuxian asked. 
“Counting the guests? Nearly a hundred.” 


Lan Xichen and Lan Wangji exchanged a sharp glance, looking as concerned as Wei Wuxian 
felt. 


There weren’t many things that could pull off that many deaths in so short a time, especially 
not when experienced cultivators were involved. And fewer still that would let themselves be 
contained to a single estate, rather than moving on to another territory. 


Wei Wuxian had the strong feeling that this was going to fall squarely into his area of 
expertise. He only wished the Lan had waited another day before sending out reinforcements. 
Then Wei Wuxian could have resolved it and been long gone. As it was, he had to wait 
another whole day before going to the estate. 


“We will ensure that whatever is happening at the Mo village does not pose a threat to other 
communities,” Lan Xichen said. “We have the request for aid that Cloud Recesses 
Cultivation had received about the original haunting complaint. If there is no further 
information, then we will take our leave and go to the village immediately.” 


“Thank you!” the Mayor said, gratefully, bowing deeply. 


“Let us know in the morning if you need us to look into it,” Wei Wuxian said, forcing himself 
to look only at the Mayor. 


He was not going to worry about Lan Wangji. The Twin Jades were often called the most 
powerful cultivators of their generation. They could handle themselves just fine without Wei 
Wuxian. He nodded to the Mayor, who hurriedly bowed in return, then turned to leave, with 
Wen Qing right behind him. 


“Wei Ying,” Lan Wangji’s voice carried across the Mayor’s sitting room. Wei Wuxian did not 
turn, but he did slow his stride. 


“If we are unsuccessful tonight, we would welcome your assistance in this matter, given the 
gravity of it,” Lan Xichen said. 


Wei Wuxian stopped, catching Wen Qing’s concerned glance before he turned around to 
address the Twin Jades of Lan directly. 


Back when they’d met, Wei Wuxian had been young and foolish and blinded by his 
admiration for Lan Wangji’s focus and exceptional skills, too desperate to be accepted by him 
to realize how stupid and self-destructive he was being about it all. 


He had gone on a similarly dangerous night hunt with the Lan back then, and not only nearly 
died but had his career ruined as well. 


He was older now. And - though still reckless in many ways - Wei Wuxian was a man who 
didn’t make the same mistake twice. He guarded his heart now, and was careful with who he 
befriended and who he worked with. Lan Wangji was excluded from both those groups, 
though he was sure it was more a relief to the man than anything else. After all, Wei Wuxian 
was not the only one who had not reached out in the years since they’d been trapped in the 
cave together. 


“I don’t work with major sects. Especially not the Lan.” 


Lan Wangji’s face remained expressionless, but his eyes flashed with something that Wei 
Wuxian was not able to read. Lan Xichen looked shocked, clearly not expecting such a 
statement, which made no sense to Wei Wuxian at all. 


He should have just left it at that. If he were smarter, he would absolutely have walked out 
without another word. 


But somehow, after everything, he still didn’t like the idea of Lan Wangji walking into 
something that had just killed a hundred people, including experienced cultivators. 


Despite his better judgement, he found his hand reaching into his Qiankun bag. He pulled out 
the onyx carving that he kept there, always in easy reach. The stone pulsed warm to his 
touch, filled with his own power. Wen Qing’s eyes widened, then narrowed. 


“But, given the danger, you may use this on your hunt.” 


He handed the carved stone to Lan Xichen, not wanting to risk coming into physical contact 
with Lan Wangji. Lan Xichen hesitated only a moment before accepting it. 


“What is it?” He asked, holding it carefully, likely feeling the hum of power within it. 


“It functions like a teleportation talisman. But it can be activated with almost no qi. It will 
teleport you and up to four people to a marker that it is anchored to,” Wei Wuxian said. 


At his words, Wen Qing pulled a nearly matching jasper carving from her bag. “I hold the 
anchor. I will have this set near the spare bed in our hotel room. If you are injured or trapped, 
you will still be able to escape.” 


“Trapped?” Lan Wangji said. 


This time, Wei Wuxian could not escape the heavy weight of the man’s stare, and he found 
himself looking into all-too-familiar eyes. 


“Yes. I had a bad experience once and nearly died. Perhaps you recall it. I have taken steps to 
ensure it could never happen again.” 


Lan Wangji flinched infinitesimally, but his brother was too busy examining the carving to 
notice. Given how over protective Lan Xichen tended to be regarding his younger brother, it 
was probably for the best. 


“This is amazing. I had heard you had developed many new talismans, but I did not realize 
your work extended to creating artifacts.” Lan Xichen looked up and bowed again, this time 
more formally. “Thank you. I hope Wangji and I will not need it, but it is good to have back- 
up when going into a situation that has already taken the lives of several of our cultivators.” 


Wei Wuxian tore his gaze away from Lan Wangji’s and returned the bow. “We will be 
waiting to hear in the morning what the results of your hunt were.” 


With that, Wei Wuxian turned and was finally able to leave. 


As soon as they closed the front door of the Mayor’s house behind them, Wei Wuxian tossed 
the keys to Wen Qing, who was more than happy to drive given his state of mind. They had 
worked out a rule between them that Wei Wuxian was not allowed to drive when distracted or 
tired, which ended up being most of the time. She caught the keys with practiced ease and 
they got in the car, headed back to the hotel. 


Wei Wuxian was uncharacteristically silent during the drive, his thoughts spiraling. It had 
been six fucking years, and Wei Wuxian still found himself just as painfully drawn to Lan 
Wangji as he had been as a naive 19-year-old. The last time he had seen the man and had 
those same eyes locked on him, had been back in the cave with Lan Wangji’s hair loose and 
spilling down from above where he’d pinned Wei Wuxian beneath him and... 


No. 


Wei Wuxian would not let himself think about that now. He’d been a fool before, building up 
a relationship in his head between himself and Lan Wangji that had clearly never existed. It 
had been a one-off, born of a moment of adrenaline and desperation, and nothing more. At 
least, that’s what it had been for Lan Wangji. Wei Wuxian needed to just get the fuck over it. 


“Are you going to tell me what that was all about?” Wen Qing asked, snapping him out of his 
reverie. 


“What do you mean?” 


“You and Lan Wangji. I don’t think he took his eyes off you the entire time we were there, 
except to glare at me once or twice. And you went from looking like you had seen a ghost 
when you first saw him to pretending he wasn’t even in the room. I know the Lan screwed 
you over when you were interning there, but this looked like something way beyond even 
that.” 


Wei Wuxian grimaced. He wished he were better at hiding his emotions. 


“Eh. It’s always been like that. Lan Zhan hated me back when I was interning at Cloud 
Recesses. He watched me all the time, and reported me any time I did something that 
deviated from whatever the ‘Lan approach’ was supposed to be, or broke any of their stupid 
rules. I tried to win him over, and for a while I thought... but anyway. The last complaint that 
got me fired was from him, as well. I never even saw the write up. But whatever. He was 
probably glaring at you because he thinks no one should work with me, or something.” 


“Hm,” Wei Qing said, sounding skeptical. “That doesn’t explain why he looked like he was 
considering cutting Zewu-Jun’s arm off when you handed him your teleportation seal.” 


Wei Wuxian blinked. He had been very careful not to look at Lan Wangji, but what Wen Qing 
said was impossible. The Twin Jades of Lan were always a completely united front. They had 
a relationship as brothers that defied the ‘sibling rivalry’ norms. He had never heard them 
disagree with each other in all the time he’d known them. 


“Probably he just thought Zewu Jun shouldn’t be taking strange artifacts from hostile 
cultivators.” Which - honestly - was probably a pretty good rule to live by. Zewu-Jun had 
always been too trusting. 


Unlike Wen Qing, who was definitely not dropping the topic. 


“It also doesn’t explain the way you looked like you’d been punched in the gut when you saw 
him. I know you’ve never shown an interest in dating but...you wouldn't give your personal 
token that you had literally poured your own blood into to someone who hated you and got 
you fired.” 


Normally, Wei Wuxian loved how fucking smart Wen Qing was. At the moment, he hated it. 


“I just don’t want to feel guilty if something happens to them. They’re the Twin Jades of Lan. 
If they die and the Mayor tries to say it was my fault for not helping, I don’t want to deal with 
the backlash. It’s whatever.” 


Wen Qing’s silence made it clear she wasn’t buying what Wei Wuxian was selling, but Wei 
Wuxian refused to say more and Wen Qing knew better than to keep pushing. 


He pulled out his phone and texted Wen Ning. 


Piz tell me the hotel has a bar 

It does 

Why? What happened? 

Are you and JieJie ok? 

Wei Wuxian let out a relieved sigh. 


“Thank fucking god. Wen Ning says there’s a bar at the hotel,” Wei Wuxian said as Wen Qing 
navigated the evening rush traffic. 


“Are you sure that’s a good idea?” she asked, frowning in concern. 


“Since when do I ever have good ideas? But I’m not going to bed sober tonight after this 
shit.” 


“Mm,” she replied, slanting him an assessing look. “And if the Mayor says he needs our help 
first thing in the morning?” 


Wei Wuxian shrugged. “It would be far from the first night hunt I took on hungover. My core 
can burn it off if I need it to. But I’m betting Lan Zh-.. Hanguang-Jun and his brother will be 
able to take care of this. This was just a wasted fucking trip on our end.” 


They both knew his words were untrue, but there was nothing he could do about it until the 
Lan officially handed the hunt over to them. He texted Wen Ning when he realized he hadn’t 
yet replied. 


Unexpected reunion with the Lan sect 
It’s fine 


Wei Wuxian closed his eyes and leaned his head against the car window as the city lights 
flickered by, ignoring the frantic pinging of his phone. It should be fine. Wei Wuxian was 
older now. He had friends and had found his place in the world. Even though he wasn’t 
working for one of the major cultivation sects, the small group he’d formed with Wen Qing 
and Wen Ning had found a niche that suited them well. They were well respected (or at least 
as well respected as someone outside of the 5 main sects could be), and were paid well for the 
work they did. He had friends, liked his work, and had a steady stream of income. 


He told himself that the only reason today had thrown him so hard was that it had been so 
unexpected. He just needed to get out of this town, go back to his life, and lock everything 
away again. But for the moment, he let his mind drift just a bit, letting the memory that was 
both his best and worst decision flow through him. 


Wei Wuxian s head lolled back against the rough stone of the cave wall, his body no longer 
having the strength to support himself. He tried to keep the movement casual, to not give 


away the full state of his injury. Lan Wangji’s sharp gaze was fixed on him from where he 
stood, only a few steps away, his eyes narrowed. 


“Wei Ying. You should let me see to your injury.” 
“It's fine,” Wei Wuxian lied. 


Well, it was sort of true. The physical injury wasn t the problem. It was the poison from the 
creature š bite that was the real danger. But there was nothing in their med kit that would 
help, and nothing Lan Wangji could do about it. Either rescue would come in time or it 
wouldn t. If he hadn t hesitated to look at the strange sword that had been embedded in the 
monster s side, he would have been able to dodge it. 


It was almost worth the pain and creeping numbness in his body to have the chance to see the 
perfect Second Jade of Lan looking so disheveled. His robes were stained with blood (quite a 
bit of it Wei Wuxian s) and dirt, and were rumpled and damp from having been lived in for the 
past three days. The hem on one side was torn loose, from where it had been caught in the 
rocks when the entrance to the cave collapsed in the earthquake. They’d survived the 
earthquake, along with the monster it had awakened, changing their night hunt from 
‘challenging learning experience’ to ‘legendary suicide mission’. 


Even with the smudge of dirt on his cheekbone, Lan Wangji was the still most beautiful 
person Wei Wuxian had ever met in his 19 years of existence. He thought about the amount of 
time they'd already been in the cave, and the fact that there were still no sounds of any rescue 
attempt. Their phones had both died over a day ago, but it didn t really matter since the cave 
was too deep for them to have had a signal. Wei Wuxian’s condition was worsening rapidly, 
though he was doing his level best to hide it. His core had been able to fight off the poison for 
a while, but - with no food or water - his strength was starting to fade. He had maybe a day 
left before he lost the ability to keep the poison 5 effects at bay. 


With the way Lan Wangji was watching him, for once free of the judgmental frown that he 
usually turned his way, Wei Wuxian had the sense that the man might be aware of it. It was 
looking less and less like they were going to get out of this. Or, well... that Wei Ying was 
going to get out of it. Lan Zhan was not as seriously injured. With no toxin for his core to be 
neutralizing, he could maintain his inedia for several more days, surely long enough for 
someone to find them. Wei Ying was already feeling himself weaken. 


In terms of ways to go, he supposed it wasnt so bad. They’d taken out a legendary beast. 
They would both be recorded in the cultivation annals as having done so, something very few 
cultivators ever managed. And they were young, which made it even more remarkable. If he 
had to die young, doing so in an epic battle with the most beautiful and powerful cultivator in 
the world didnt seem a terrible fate. 


It wasn t like there were people who would miss Wei Wuxian, particularly. Not in a material 
way that would prevent them from moving on. Sure, he had friends. But there was no one 
depending on him. No partner or child. He was far too young for that. He didn t have many 
regrets, but one was that he’d never really had much time for romance. Never really found 
someone he wanted to explore that side of himself with, until recently. Between trying to fend 


for survival, then trying to please his guardian 5 wife, then fighting for survival again, he 
really hadn t given it much thought. 


Then he’d met Lan Wangji and all of a sudden all Wei Wuxian had wanted was to be near 
him, talk to him, hunt with him. And maybe... he had been slowly working around to the idea 
that there were other things he wanted with Lan Wangji as well. Lan Wangji had not seemed 
particularly interested in him in return, but Wei Wuxian had thought that maybe the man had 
been warming up to him. Slowly. There was always going to be time to explore it later, until - 
suddenly - there wasn t. 


“What is it?” Lan Wangji asked, his tone as flat as ever, but - still - he had asked. 


Wei Wuxian normally would have had a cover story for his thoughts, but his head was fuzzy 
from pain and lack of food and sleep. 


“Lan Zhan, ” Wei Wuxian said, watching the man through heavy-lidded eyes. “What would 
you do if I asked you to kiss me? ” 


Under normal circumstances, he would never have asked... never have dared. Lan Wangji 
had always hated being touched, and had never shown anything but annoyance towards Wei 
Wuxian. Whatever feelings might be on Wei Wuxian 5 side, he was very sure they were not 
reciprocated. But since he wasn t likely to make it out of this cave, Wei Wuxian decided that 
he didn t really have anything to lose. And he’d always promised himself he would live 
without regrets. Maybe both of them could find something else to focus on other than the 
passage of time and Wei Wuxian ’ fading strength. 


Lan Wangji stilled, his eyes locked on Wei Wuxian, his face as expressionless as ever. As the 
moment stretched, Wei Wuxian felt embarrassment flare. He was such a fucking idiot.Of 
course Lan Wangji wouldn t want something like that. The Lan cultivator had never once 
given any sign of liking Wei Wuxian even as a friend, much less anything else. Wei Wuxian 
should have just kept his mouth shut. Now he was going to die in a cave with a guy who hated 
him. 


Except Lan Wangji evidently didn t hate him, because his hands had moved to slowly untie 
the white sacred ribbon he always wore around his brow with his eyes locked on Wei Wuxian. 
Once the ribbon was loose, Lan Wangji walked over to where Wei Wuxian was reclined 
against the stone wall. Even in the dim lighting of the cave, Wei Wuxian could see the way 
Lan Wangji’s golden eyes had darkened as he knelt down beside Wei Wuxian, carefully setting 
the white ribbon aside. 


“Wei Ying.” Lan Zhan 5 voice had always been something Wei Wuxian loved, but there was 
an extra weight to it now, a low-pitch to the tone that set Wei Wuxian s body vibrating 
beneath his skin. 


He felt his breath speed up, his heart suddenly racing in his chest as he watched in rapt 
fascination while Lan Wangji slowly leaned towards him, his large, calloused hands sliding 
along Wei Wuxian Ùs jaw, tracing along it to the nape of Wei Wuxian’s neck and twining into 
his hair. A shiver rippled through Wei Wuxian'’s body at the touch, and Lan Wangji tightened 


his hand into a fist, gripping his hair in a way that reminded Wei Wuxian just how strong the 
man s hands must be to wield Bichen with the power he did. 


Wei Wuxian 5 lips parted on a gasp, immediately drawing the focus of Lan Wangji’s gaze. Wei 
Wuxian felt almost dizzy, and wondered if he was hallucinating at the raw, hungry look on the 
usually expressionless Second Jade 5 face. 


“Lan Zhan,” he breathed out, wondering how far this was really going to go, if Lan Wangji 
would suddenly be recalled to propriety and step back. 


Instead, Lan Wangji slowly pulled Wei Wuxian forward, sliding their mouths together. It was 
awkward at first, neither of them being practiced in this particular skill. But they were men 
who learned quickly with their bodies, and it was only moments before Lan Wangji 8 lips 
pressed more firmly against Wei Wuxian s, moving against them first cautiously, then fiercely 
as their mouths opened for each other. Lan Wangji used the grip he had on the back of Wei 
Wuxian s head to shift them away from the wall, rolling on top of him in a fluid move that left 
Wei Wuxian s head spinning. 


At most, he had hoped Lan Wangji would allow him to kiss him. But the way Lan Wangji 
surged against him felt less like ‘allowing’ and more like ‘being allowed’, which made no 
sense to Wei Wuxian’s foggy brain. His body was quick to get with the new program, though. 
His hands moved without conscious thought to grip tightly to Lan Wangjis shoulders while 
his legs wrapped around his waist, bringing their bodies together with the urgency of a 
bowstring that had been held taut for far too long finally being loosed. 


Wei Wuxian drew himself out of the memory. Maybe later, when alcohol could soften some 
of the edges of it, he would let himself remember how Lan Wangji had looked when he’d 
removed his robes, how his body had felt when it moved above and inside of Wei Wuxian. 
Time had stretched and gone blurry, and Wei Wuxian had never known that pleasure could be 
so intense. It had been so easy to let all his barriers down when he thought that there would 
be no consequences. 


Except Wei Wuxian hadn’t died, and now he had to live with the knowledge of the way Lan 
Wangji tasted, the way he’d gripped Wei Wuxian’s body and pinned him down with a ferocity 
totally at odds with the stoic, restrained front he put out for the rest of the world to see. 


Wei Wuxian had gotten better at forgetting it all. Or so he’d thought. Until he’d walked into a 
small town and saw the Lan Wangji standing there, looking as perfect and emotionless as 
ever. He couldn’t wait to get the fuck out of town and jam all those memories back into the 
little corner of his mind where they belonged. 


In the meantime, he was going to go get a drink. 


To be continued... 


An unexpected house call 


T/W - reference to past severe medical injury (wwx) 


Thanks to ZazGeek for beta'ing! I am trying to update on a weekly schedule, but it will 
depend on my workload during the week. So let's see! 


Wen Qing watched Wei Wuxian with a careful eye as they sat together at the hotel bar later 
that evening. He had already charmed the bartender, and she had seen at least two women 
watching him closely enough that he would likely end up with their phone numbers when 
Wen Qing left. Not that anything would ever come of it. Wei Wuxian flirted like he breathed, 
but he had never shown any interest in following through on the many offers he received. 


She had always assumed that - like her - he had no interest in anything more. But there was 
something about the way he had looked at Lan Wangji that had her wondering if it was 
something more than that. And as much as Wei Wuxian was putting on a front of being fine, 
she knew he wasn’t. 


He was good at hiding it, though. Most people saw the handsome face and charismatic smile 
and didn’t look much further. He deployed his charm like a shield, the same way she used her 
icy formality. 


Both were extremely effective. 


But she’d known him for six years, and she could tell when something was truly bothering 
him. She was one of the few who he allowed to see behind the facade. And he was definitely 
not ok at the moment. She had thought that she had understood his aversion to working with 
the Lan, but - after today - she realized that there was definitely more to it than what she had 
known. And it was centered on Lan Wangji. 


She wondered what could have happened that was even worse than what the organization had 
done to Wei Wuxian as an intern. They hadn’t talked about it much, but she hadn’t thought 
they’d needed to. After all, the day she’d met him was the day it all had come crashing down. 


It had been complete chance that they had ever met, but if they hadn’t, there was a good 
chance that he would have been dead, or at least coreless. But even with their history, she 
knew this was not something she would find out by simply asking him directly. 


Wei Wuxian’s mind was infinitely complex, in both good ways and bad. On the good side, he 
could come up with new talismans or entirely new approaches to spiritual cultivation that no 
one else would ever even consider. But his mind also had a labyrinth it built up to protect him 
from emotional entanglements and hurt. 


If Wen Qing wanted to understand what was bothering him, she had to find a chink in his 
walls. And the easiest one was his need to save everyone, all the time. Even when they 
neither asked for nor deserved it. 


“You know, You’re not responsible for what happens to the Twin Jades. They were the ones 
to insist that they take point on this. The mayor had hired us, but they stepped in and claimed 
providence over the hunt,” she said, tapping her fingers on the base of her nearly-empty beer 
bottle. It was the only drink she was allowing herself that evening, in case her medical skills 
ended up being needed. 


Wei Wuxian did not look up from the glass he had in front of him, which contained 
something far stronger than beer, and was definitely not his first of the evening. She 
continued, using her words to probe with surgical precision to try to identify the sore spot that 
was festering inside Wei Wuxian. 


“They’re experienced cultivators. Arguably the most powerful in our generation. If it’s too 
much for them to handle, they are smart enough to leave and get reinforcements or take the 
time to research it properly.” 


Wei Wuxian idly spun the mostly empty glass in front of him, shrugging in response. “Yeah. I 
suppose.” His tone said he clearly did not agree. 


Wen Qing let out an annoyed breath of air. If Wen Chao were heading into a dangerous night 
hunt, she wouldn’t be sitting around worrying about his safety. And Wen Chao hadn’t almost 
gotten her killed. 


“You already gave them the teleportation seal. If they need help, they have it. If you had gone 
with them, you’d have been the one carrying it and you might not have been by their side the 
whole time. They're safer this way.” She frowned at him. “And besides, we have rules about 
who we night hunt with. You have to be able to trust your partner to get you out if things go 
bad. That’s the most important thing. Not everyone can be as skilled as you in a fight, but 
they have to at least not leave you to die. That’s basic. You shouldn’t feel guilty for refusing 
to work with the Lan. Besides, weren’t you always telling me how much Lan Wangji disliked 
you back when you interned with them? How he was always reporting you and could barely 
tolerate to be in the same room as you? ” 


Wei Wuxian shrugged again, clearly not comfortable with what she was saying even though it 
was really fucking clear that she was right. 


“It’s just... Lan Zhan might not have liked me much, but he still fought by my side and took 
care of me when I was injured while we were still trapped in the cave. I think I would still 
trust Lan Zhan to have my back when it comes to night hunts. I mean, yeah, what went down 
after the last hunt I did with him was... bad.” Wen Qing let out a derisive scoff, but Wei 
Wuxian was continuing. “But Lan Zhan fought side-by-side with me when we ended up 
trapped in the cave with the Tortoise of Slaughter. A lot of cultivators would have been 
totally paralyzed, faced with something like that out of nowhere. Neither one of us would 
have survived it without the other.” 


Wen Qing didn’t disagree. Everything she’d learned about that night hunt would have ended 
most cultivators. But that wasn’t the point. “Lan Wangji fought for his own life, too. You 
were both trapped in the cave. No one is saying he isn’t skilled or brave or whatever. The 
issue is how his sect treated you after. Their refusal to cover your medical bills bankrupted 


you. And if I hadn’t been there when they were expelling you from the hospital with the 
poison still untreated in your system...” 


She didn’t need to finish the story. They both knew well enough what would have happened. 


“In the end, he didn’t lift a finger to help you. His organization should have paid for your 
care, since it happened on a hunt they sent you on . Any other sect would have covered it. 
Claiming they had terminated your contract before the injury happened, without even 
notifying you...” 


She cut herself off. There was no need to rehash history they both knew. Wei Wuxian tipped 
the last of the amber liquid into his mouth, then set the glass down and signaled for another. 


Wen Qing sighed. “I’m going to go back up to the room and check on Wen Ning before it 
gets too late. I have a feeling we’re going to be busy tomorrow. Don’t stay up too late.” 


Wei Wuxian nodded in acknowledgement of her words, but she noticed he didn’t actually 
agree. She brushed her hand against his shoulder, knowing it was as much as she was going 
to get. Wen Qing didn’t have much use for most people. But she especially had no use for 
the Lan, who held themselves up as pillars of honor and righteousness, yet had screwed over 
one of the best people she’d ever known. 


It was several hours later when Wen Qing heard Wei Wuxian stumble into their suite. She’d 
left the door to the room she shared with Wen Ning slightly ajar, and listened to the sounds of 
Wei Wuxian making his way through the shared sitting room, then opening and closing the 
door to his bedroom. She looked at the clock, glad at least he’d made it in shortly after 
midnight, but she supposed that had more to do with when the hotel bar had closed than 
anything else. Still, at least he was back, and going to bed. 


The talisman she had that signaled her when the teleportation seal had been activated was 
dormant. She fervently hoped that it meant that the Twin Jades had solved the matter and they 
would be able to leave in the morning. 


Experience told her she should know better than to hope for anything that was outside of her 
control. 


In the morning, Wen Qing was just deciding whether she would wait until her brother woke 
up or order breakfast on her own (Wei Wuxian would be dead to the world for several hours, 
based on his usual sleeping pattern) when there was a knock on the hotel room door. She slid 
a set of needles into her right hand, and opened the door with her left. 


She was somewhat surprised to find the Twin Jades of Lan at her door. Wei Wuxian had not 
told them which hotel nor which room they were staying at. 


“Wen Daifu. Please forgive our interruption so early in the morning. We had been informed 
that this was Wei Wuxian’s room. I apologize for disturbing you.” Lan Xichen bowed with 
perfect politeness, his brother following suit. 


The Twin Jades stood together with perfect posture, their robes pristine and white despite 
having just returned from a night hunt. Only the slight fatigue that showed in their eyes 
betrayed the fact that - if they were only returning now - they likely had spent over ten hours 
at the Mo Village, dealing with whatever it was. 


The fact that they had been unsuccessful did not bode well. 


Wen Qing waved their apology aside. ““Wei Wuxian is here, but he is still sleeping. Given that 
you are here at such an hour, I assume the matter is urgent?” 


She did not miss the way Lan Wangji tensed at her statement that Wei Wuxian was sleeping. 
She filed that reaction away for further study, but it was at least a partial confirmation of 
something she was beginning to suspect. 


“We met with the Mayor upon our return from the Mo Village, to report our lack of success 
and share our initial findings. He requested that we come to you directly. His hope was that 
we could perhaps work together given the complexity of the situation. He asked us to discuss 
the situation with Wei Wuxian before we retired to our rooms, since he had mentioned 
leaving this morning.” Lan Xichen said, as though it were a perfectly reasonable request. 


Wei Qing wondered how a man could have a face so thick that he could ask such a thing, 
given their history with Wei Wuxian. As much as she despised her uncle and cousins, at least 
they owned the fact that they were assholes who could not be trusted. All things considered, 
she preferred her family to the Lan, and that was saying something. 


“T believe Wei Wuxian made our stance on working together quite clear last night. However 
we would be interested to hear your findings on the situation. Let me go and see if I can wake 
him up. He was exhausted when he came to bed last night.” 


Lan Zhan’s jaw clenched at her words. She might have thought it was disapproval of such 
things being discussed if she had not seen the way he could not take his eyes from Wei 
Wuxian the night before. Normally, Wen Qing was above such pettiness. However, given the 
circumstances she knew of their shared history, she decided to indulge in just a small bit. Wei 
Wuxian might have taken the high road and not spread the tale widely of what the Lan had 
done to him, but Wen Qing was not as forgiving. 


The entire walk to Wei Wuxian’s bedroom, she could feel a pair of golden eyes boring into 
her back. She did not bother to knock on the door the way she normally would. She simply 
entered, as though it were their shared room, then closed the door behind her. 


She felt some of her anger dissipate in amusement as her eyes came to rest on Wei Wuxian. 
Wei Wuxian was as chaotic and restless in sleep as he was awake. His legs were tangled in 
the sheets, his hair splayed across the pillow in a messy sprawl. He was such a child, 
sometimes, chasing rabbits in his sleep. 


There was a reason why Wen Qing always shared the bed with her brother when they 
traveled together and shared a room, aside from just modesty. Wen Qing moved quietly to the 
bed, shoving firmly against Wei Wuxian’s shoulder, shaking him slightly. 


“Ugh, Qing-jie. Too early,” he groaned, turning his head and burrowing deeper into the 
pillows. 


“Wei Wuxian. It's time to wake up. Get some clothes on. We have guests.” 
The hotel walls were thin, so she was sure their words carried. 
“Tell them to fuck off,” Wei Wuxian grumbled, his words still slightly slurred from sleep. 


Wen Qing rolled her eyes. “I see. You want me to tell the Jades of Lan to fuck off? I can do 
that.” 


Wei Wuxian’s eyes flared open and he surged up, sitting upright in the bed as he blinked at 
her while his brain came online. 


“What? Why are they in our hotel room? Did they need to use the seal?” 
Wen Qing noted the worry in his tone, but didn’t call him out on it. 


“No. They’re fine. Mayor Li has asked them to come tell us their findings from the night 
hunt. They were not able to resolve the matter on their own. Mayor Li has asked us to work 
together.” 


“Got it,” Wei Wuxian said, sounding relieved. He scrubbed his hands through his hair, as 
though trying to force blood circulation into his brain. “Yeah, but no. Fuck that. I’m not 
working with them” 


Wen Qing knew it would only take another moment or two before he was fully functional. 
Unlike most people, Wei Wuxian never seemed to suffer hangovers after a night of drinking. 
As long as enough time had passed for him to be sober, he was fine. 


“Can’t you just use your scary needles and throw them out?” 
“No. Now get dressed.” 


Wei Wuxian sighed and threw the sheet off, untangling it from his legs and revealing the fact 
that at least he was wearing underwear, the bright red boxer briefs stark against the white of 
the hotel sheets. She had treated his wounds enough times that there was no awkwardness 
about it, and she was pleased to note that there were no new injuries on him that he’d tried to 
hide from her. For once. 


“Fine. Traitor,” Wei Wuxian looked over at the clock on the hotel night stand. “I guess I 
should be glad at least it’s after seven. Tell them PI be out in a minute.” 


“Wei Wuxian. Don’t you dare go out there naked. I'll go wake Wen Ning, too, so we can 
order breakfast.” 


He grabbed a fistfull of clothing from his suitcase without even looking at it, and went into 
the ensuite bathroom. 


Wen Qing rolled her eyes, and went to wake her brother. 


There was an awkward silence in the sitting room while they waited for Wei Wuxian to join 
them. Lan Wangji had been sitting so rigidly when she had emerged from Wei Wuxian 
bedroom that she thought his spine might actually crack. 


Wen Ning had woken up at the sound of voices when the Lan brothers had arrived, so he had 
already been in the sitting area when she emerged. 


After the obligatory introductions were made, Wen Ning sat still and quiet, looking down at 
his feet. He was clearly somewhat in awe of being in the room with two of the most famous 
cultivators in their generation. Wen Qing wanted to remind her little brother that he had spent 
the evening playing Mario Kart with the other most famous cultivator of their generation just 
two nights ago, but she kept her peace. While Wei Wuxian could be intimidating when he 
chose, he spent a not-insignificant-amount-of-time insisting he was three when they were 
alone. Somehow, Wen Qing could not imagine either of the Twin Jades doing the same. 


She had thought that the two Lan cultivators were sitting stiffly before, but at the sound of the 
door opening behind her, Lan Wangji’s entire being seemed to freeze, his eyes locking onto 
the person entering the room. 


She turned to see what Wei Wuxian was doing to earn such a reaction. She sighed at the sight 
of him walking out of his room, where he had clearly dressed in a hurry and with no thought 
to propriety at all. She should have chosen his clothes for him rather than letting him dress 
himself. Despite this being basically a business meeting, he came out wearing one of his 
oversized, black sleep shirts that was worn thin and half off his shoulder, and a pair of the 
tiny red running shorts with the slit up the side that he used when he worked out. He hadn’t 
bothered to tie up his hair, and it spilled messily down to the middle of his back. 


There was still a crease from his pillowcase on his cheek. 


He definitely looked like someone who had spent the night drinking, not one of the top three 
most prestigious cultivators in the world in consultation with the other two. 


It was the height of unprofessional, but - she supposed - if the Lan brothers were going to 
show up at this time of the morning, unannounced, they could deal with his less-than-pristine 
appearance. After all, they'd already fired him once and he didn't work for them anymore. 
What else could they do to him? Perhaps that was Wei Wuxian’s objective - to get them to 
walk out in a huff. 


Though a glance at Lan Wangji made her think he was less offended and more... transfixed. 


“Wei Wuxian. Please excuse our early disruption this morning. We did not mean to wake you 
but the mayor asked us to speak with you immediately upon our return,” Lan Xichen greeted 
smoothly, standing and bowing politely. 


Lan Wangji said nothing at all as he stood beside his brother, his eyes fixed on Wei Wuxian, 
moving from the tangled mess of his hair to the bare shoulder protruding from the overly 
large shirt, before making their way down to his legs and bare feet before immediately 
snapping back up to his face, his ears flushed pink. He bowed, slightly out-of-synch with Lan 
Xichen. 


Wei Wuxian’s eyes slid quickly over Lan Wangji before settling on Lan Xichen as he 
returned the bow. 


“Yeah, Wen Qing told me you guys weren't able to resolve the situation.” 


He walked over to the open chair that was next to Wen Qing at the table and sprawled into it 
while the Twin Jades took their seats as well. Wei Wuxian looked over at Wen Qing, leaning 
into her so he was resting against her shoulder. 


“Qing-Jie. There’s no coffee? How am I supposed to be functional without coffee?” 


Wei Wuxian whined in the performative way he did when he wanted to distract everyone 
from something that was actually bothering him by complaining loudly about something 
small that he didn’t really care about. 


Wen Qing had learned this tactic when Wei Wuxian had returned from a night hunt, 
complaining that his favorite street vendor was no longer selling the bao he liked, shortly 
before he collapsed and Wen Qing discovered he had a gaping, infected wound in his side 
that he’d been hiding from her. 


Lan Wangji’s eyes narrowed and lasered in on where Wei Wuxian was leaning against her. 
“Shameless,” he bit out. 


Wei Wuxian chuckled, not looking over at Lan Wangji at all. “Ah. Some things never change. 
But you are the ones who showed up at our hotel room first thing in the morning, so beggars 
can’t be choosers.” 


Lan Xichen spoke before the awkwardness could stretch. “Indeed. As you said, we were, 
unfortunately, unable to resolve the situation. Whatever caused the deaths at Mo Village 
remains an active threat. We played inquiry and spoke to all of the spirits there, including our 
cultivation brothers, and were able to ascertain how they died, but not neutralize the source 
behind the killings of the villagers, or our clansmen.” 


Wei Wuxian lowered his head slightly in acknowledgement of their loss. As much as he did 
not like the Lan, he did not wish them dead. No matter the circumstances, it was always 
painful to lose a friend or in this case, possibly even a relative. 


Lan Xichen continued. “Their spirits do not appear to know what caused it. Only that they 
had been attacked by each other. They were confused and unsettled, even in death, still in 
shock and frightened about what happened. Under normal circumstances, we would have 
remained there until it was resolved, but Mayor Li asked us to speak with you before you left, 
in the hopes that we could resolve it together more quickly.” 


Wei Wuxian and Wen Qing exchanged a look with each other. 


“So possession. Or a shapeshifter,” Wen Qing said, not responding to the request to partner 
with the La. 


Lan Wangji spoke for the first time since Wei Wuxian had entered. “Not a shapeshifter. Their 
clothing was stained with each other’s blood.” 


“Possession, then,” Wei Wuxian said. 


“It would seem. However, there were no signs of a demon or ghost. And when we played 
Inquiry, no other spirit responded. Only those of the victims,” Lan Xichen said. 


Wei Ying paused at Lan Xichen’s words. The Lan brothers were two of the most powerful 
cultivators in the world. It would be nearly impossible for a spirit who was in the area to be 
able to refuse to comply with their commands to speak. That ruled out a ghost. The number 
of things that could cause possession that were not a spirit and not a demon narrowed sharply. 


Wei Wuxian rubbed the bridge of his nose with his forefinger thoughtfully. He clearly had an 
idea forming. Wen Qing wondered what it was, and whether he would bother to tell her 
before or after he tried some ridiculously risky tactic to see if he was right. 


“When you played inquiry,” he began. “Was there any information at all that you could get 
from the spirits there about how it all started?” 


“Mm,” Lan Wangji gave a slight incline of his head. “The first death occurred in the Mayor’s 
office, inside Mo Manor.” 


Lan Xichen elaborated. “The attack appeared to have been precipitated by the arrival of our 
cultivators. The first attack appeared to be the mayor killing the most senior Lan disciple. It 
was such a shock that no one expected it to happen.” 


“The mayor was a cultivator?” Wei Wuxian asked, his eyebrows lifting. 


“No. He was elderly, and not in particularly good physical health. Yet he was able to kill a 
senior Lan cultivator before anyone could react.” 


There was a pause as everyone reflected on the implications of that. 
“After that, things escalated quickly with one person randomly beginning to attack another.” 


“Was it always one at a time, or were there entire groups fighting at once?” Wei Wuxian 
asked. 


Lan Wangji responded, although Wei Wuxian was mostly looking and speaking to Lan 
Xichen, avoiding Lan Wangji’s gaze entirely. “One by one.” 


Lan Xichen continued. “At first people didn't even know what to do or how to respond. They 
didn't want to kill an innocent, or their friends and family. By the time they realized that 
there was a possession going on, it was too late. The most senior of our cultivators had 
already been killed. The spirit did not respond to the more junior cultivators’ attempts at 
liberation, suppression, or elimination.” 


Wei Wuxian had the expression on his face that made Wen Qing quite sure he had a pretty 
good hypothesis about what they were dealing with. She found it suspicious that the first 
person to be killed was the one with the most chance of defeating whatever it was that was 
behind this. It sounded deliberate. 


He looked over to Wen Qing to see her studying him. 
“You think you know what this is,” she said. 


Wei Wuxian shrugged in a way she knew meant yes. “I won’t know for sure until I get there. 
But whatever it was, it took out the most senior cultivator present as its first violent attack, 
eliminating the one that would have had the best chance of stopping it.” 


“So still a spirit, but just an extremely powerful one?” Lan Xichen asked. 


“Something with sentience, or at least the ability to detect and respond to spiritual power,” 
Wei Wuxian said, which wasn’t exactly an answer. “Neither of you were attacked?” 


Lan Xichen shook his head. “No. There was one time when I thought it might happen. I had 
entered the reception hall in the main part of the manor house. One of the corpses moved and 
began to stand. Wangji was behind me but as soon as he entered the room, the corpse became 
immobile again.” 


Wei Wuxian’s head snapped up at that. For the first time, he made direct eye contact with Lan 
Wangji. “It animated a corpse? And one who should not have been possible to raise as a 
restless spirit?” 


Lan Wangji gave a short nod. “It stopped as soon as I came into the room. We could feel the 
presence of a strong resentment.” 


Lan Xichen continued. “We tried to draw it out, or to appease it. Its presence was powerful 
but did not respond to our songs. We played Rest, and Clarity, as well as Inquiry. Nothing had 
any effect.” 


“Perhaps it decided that the two Twin Jades together were too much to take on on its own,” 
Wei Wuxian said, distractedly. His mind was clearly working through something as he 
spoke..”’ Were you able to localize where it was coming from? Was it the body of the 
cultivator?” 


“Not the cultivator. We were unsuccessful at locating the source,” Lan Wangji admitted, 
clearly unhappy about the fact. 


Lan Xichen continued. “The body was that of our most senior disciple. But upon closer 
examination showed no signs of possession or any other demonic activity.” 


“Were there curse marks on any of the victims?” Wen Qing asked. 


“No. We examined each body and found nothing except the wounds that had killed them,” 
Lan Xichen replied. 


Wen Qing looked over at Wei Wuxian and repeated her earlier question. “What are you 
thinking?” 


Wei Wuxian hummed then replied. “I'm thinking that if it's able to resist the spiritual 
cultivation of the Twin Jades of Lan, perhaps it's time for a different approach.” 


Wen Qing did not like the sound of that. Wei Wuxian’s brain liked to come up with absolutely 
brilliant but equally insane solutions to things like this. Judging by the expression on Lan 
Wangji’s face, he had recognized this as well. 


Lan Xichen looked curious. “What are you intending?” 


Wei Wuxian smiled. “Ah. Zewu-Jun! You know I can’t disclose the secrets of my 
organization. I still remember the NDA I signed working for Cloud Recesses. Mayor Li sent 
you here, so that means it's my turn. I’ll go to the village and see if it responds differently to 
my presence than it did yours.” 


“It is too dangerous to go alone,” Lan Wangji said. “Whatever was there killed over a 
hundred people.” 


Wen Ning’s wide eyes went from Lan Wangji to Wei Wuxian and back again. 


Wei Wuxian bristled. “So it’s fine for you and Zewu Jun to go, but not for me and my 
partner? The last I checked, Cloud Recesses no longer selects my hunts for me. Mayor Li 
called me in for help. You were sent for by the Mo village, but you were unsuccessful. If for 
some reason, the presence of the great and powerful Hanguang-Jun makes whatever is behind 
these deaths not show itself, then I need to go alone.” 


Lan Wangji looked as though he would argue, but then pressed his lips together. He reached 
into his sleeve and pulled out the onyx carving that Wei Wuxian had given them. 


Wen Qing raised an eyebrow at the change in ownership but said nothing. 


“If you do not wish for my company on the hunt, I could remain here and be your anchor, if 
Wen Daifu is accompanying you,” Lan Wangji offered, looking at Wei Wuxian. 


“No need. I typically do not accompany Wei Wuxian on hunts,” Wen Qing replied. “I am 
always Wei Wuxian’s anchor.” 


Lan Wangji met her gaze, and she glared back, hoping he understood the full weight of her 
words. The silence stretched, and Lan Xichen stepped in to break the tension. 


“As you say. But since you did us the courtesy of waiting in town to ensure all was well until 
we completed our attempt, we will also wait in the hotel until you return. Please inform us if 
there's anything we can do.” 


Wen Qing nodded in acknowledgement when it became clear that Wei Wuxian was not going 
to. 


Lan Xichen stood, with Lan Wangji reluctantly following. 


“Very well. Then we will take our leave. Here is my number, in case you need us,” Lan 
Xichen said, handing it to Wen Qing. 


Lan Wangji looked at Wei Wuxian, but he was steadfastly looking only at Lan Xichen and 
did not acknowledge the Second Jade’s gaze. 


Wen Qing found herself wondering once again what had happened between them. 


When the door closed behind them Wen Qing turned to Wei Wuxian. 


“So what do you think it is? Don’t hedge with me. You’re going to go off into this mess, and 
I want to know what injuries you’re likely to show up with when you teleport out of there.” 


Wei Wuxian turned to Wen Ning. “A-Ning! Are you going to let her slander me like this?” 
Wen Ning blinked at him, then turned to Wen Qing. 
“JieJie, should I order breakfast?” Wen Ning asked. 


Wei Wuxian made a sound of betrayal, which they both ignored as they discussed the room 
service menu. 


“You wanted coffee, earlier. Unless you’d rather talk about why you avoided looking at Lan 
Wangji as much as possible, while he didn’t seem to be able to look away from you for an 
instant?” 


All sounds of complaining ceased abruptly, as Wei Wuxian shot her a wary look. 


“I didn’t think so.” She handed him the room service menu. “But if we continue to work with 
them on this, then - at some point - I will need to know.” 


“We won’t be working with them. Not on this case, and not on anything else,” Wei Wuxian 
said definitively, in the way one does when tempting the universe to prove them wrong. 


Wen Qing decided to eat an early lunch in the hotel restaurant, since she had a feeling she 
would not have time for it later. It had only been a few hours since Wei Wuxian and Wen 


Ning had left for the Mo Village. If Wei Wuxian’s theory was correct, she expected them 
back within the hour. What condition they would arrive in would remain to be seen. 


She felt someone approach her, and she did not need to look up to know who it was. She 
would have been lying if she said she had not expected it. 


Lan Xichen stopped her when she made to rise from her seat and greet them. 


“Please, Wen Daifu. We are interrupting your lunch, after having disrupted your morning 
earlier.. Do not rise on our account,” Lan Xichen said, his ever-present pleasant smile on his 
face. She found it as hard to read as Lan Wangji’s expressionless one. 


“Do you mind if we join you?” Lan Xichen asked. 


Wen Qing considered saying no. She was too well established in her career to worry about 
being rude. 


“I would... appreciate it. If we could speak with you,” Lan Wangji said stiffly. 


“Shouldn’t you both be sleeping? You played Inquiry for over a hundred spirits yesterday. 
Even with cores as strong as yours, you must be drained.” 


Lan Xichen inclined his head. “We are weary. However, we feel responsible for the outcome 
at Mo Village. And.. some of the things that Wei Wuxian said were concerning to us,” Lan 
Xichen said. 


Wen Qing considered their words, as well as their appearance. They did not look like self- 
righteous blow-hards here to tell her how unfairly Wei Wuxian was treating them, or to 
defend against his allegations. They looked exhausted and concerned. 


“Very well. You may join me. Though I’m afraid I am nearly finished with my meal. I do not 
wish to be away from the anchor token for very long.” 


“Thank you,” Lan Xichen said, bowing and taking a seat at the small table. Lan Wangji did 
the same. 


Wen Qing took a sip of her coffee, waiting for them to ask her a specific question. Depending 
on what it was, she may or may not answer it, but it would be interesting to her to hear what 
they had to say. 


“Wei Ying said. He did not work with major clans. But especially not the Lan,” Lan Wangj1 
said. Though his face was expressionless, there was a depth of emotion in his voice that 
surprised her. 


“Yes. That is true,” she responded, not softening her response. 
“And you know why,” Lan Wangji stated, though it was actually a question. 


“I know some of it. Clearly not all of it. But I know enough that I fully agree with his 
stance.” 


Lan Xichen blinked at her blunt statement. “Wei Wuxian mentioned that he had been charged 
a ‘rescue fee’ for a night hunt he had done for us. I assume he was referring to his final 
mission. I have requested the records from that to be sent to me for review, but I would 
appreciate anything you could tell us about that.” 


Wen Qing considered herself in general a good read of people. Being a doctor, she was very 
good at understanding and noticing all the ways a human’s body gave away its secrets. 
Whether trying to hide an injury or a lie, she often could see through the facade. The Twin 
Jades either honestly had no idea about what their organization had done to Wei Wuxian, or 
they were the best liars she had ever met. 


She would not betray the trust of Wei Wuxian. But he clearly assumed they already knew 
about what had happened between their sect and him. She decided it was time someone 
enlightened them. If they chose to deny it or make excuses, then it would be all the more 
reason to never have anything to do with their organization again. 


“I met Wei Wuxian 6 years ago. I had been interviewing at the Gusu Spiritual Cultivation 
Hospital. I had been practicing medical cultivation since I was a child, following in my 
parents’ footsteps. But my father had had a falling out with my uncle, who was the head of 
the Qishan cultivation organization. Both my parents were fired from their positions, and the 
cultivation hospital in Qishan was closed to me.” 


Lan Xichen gave a slight, sympathetic nod in acknowledgement of her plight. Wen Ruohan 
was known for being a vengeful, difficult man, and she was far from the only cultivator who 
he had ruined. 


“As you know, there are only a few hospitals in China that specialize exclusively in the 
medical treatment of cultivators and spiritual injuries. My parents had enough savings that 
they simply retired from full-time practice and moved back home to Dafan, where they set up 
a small clinic. But there was not enough work in our small community for three cultivation 
doctors, so I needed to find work elsewhere.” 


She pressed her lips together, remembering the stress she had felt at that time, not wanting to 
be a burden on her parents, but not knowing what to do if medical cultivation became closed 
to her, when that was all she had known. 


“I had just finished my final interview at Gusu, and had been told they were excited about my 
skills. As I was walking out, I passed a patient who was being escorted out by a nurse, with 
security trailing behind them. I noticed the patient in particular because he had looked in no 
condition to be leaving the hospital.” 


“But I’m an intern at Cloud Recesses. I dont... I got injured on a hunt I was assigned to. 
What do you mean I’m not eligible for care?” 


The young man’s words were slurring slightly, and it was clear he was having trouble 
standing. 


“I’m sorry, Wei XianShi But we received a notification from Cloud Recesses directly that 
your employment had been terminated before your injuries were incurred. I called over and 
spoke with someone in HR to double-check. You are no longer covered under their plan, and 
don t have any private insurance. Government insurance doesn t cover the specialized 
treatments we provide here. We kept you here until you had stabilized and regained 
consciousness. We will be sending you a bill for the treatment thus far, but we cannot provide 
further care. This facility is for employees of Cloud Recesses Cultivation only.” 


The young man, evidently Wei Wuxian, had stood there, swaying, looking completely lost. 
“They... fired me?” 


The nurse had softened. “I’m sorry. They said you were notified a week ago. Is there someone 
you can call to come pick you up?” 


Wei Wuxian had swallowed, drawing a shaky breath. “It’s fine. I... I'll just walk back to 


my... 


He hesitated again, then laughed, sounding slightly bitter. “Did they happen to say on what 
grounds I was fired? ” 


“We don t have access to those records. Only whether your employment status is current or 
not. Are you sure theres no one I can call for you?” 


Wei Wuxian just shook his head, and turned to go. 


Wen Qing could see the tremors in his body as he walked. It would take a fairly major injury 
for a cultivator to still be in such poor condition after a week of care. Whatever this hospital 
considered ‘stable’ for discharge, Wen Qing wanted no part of it. She hurried out after the 
young man, already thinking through the supplies she had her medical kit in her car. 


She texted the hospital, withdrawing her application for employment by the time they left the 
parking lot. Wei Wuxian was half sleeping, half unconscious in her back seat. She didn t know 
what she was going to do, but she hadnt spent years learning medical cultivation only to let 
a patient die because of his employment status. 


Both of the Lan brothers looked shocked at her story, but Lan Wangji looked as though he 
was about to be physically ill. Normally, she found his expression impossible to read, but - at 
the moment - he looked utterly destroyed. 


She arched a brow. “You did not know? This happened at your medical facility.” 


Lan Wangi looked at her, his expression raw and vulnerable. “I asked. I was told... Wei Ying 
was discharged. I assumed... I thought...” 


Lan Xichen lay a hand on his younger brother’s shoulder. “You assumed he would not have 
been discharged if he were not well. You could not have known. Medical information is 


confidential, so they would not have told you more, even if you had asked. This should not 
have happened, under any circumstances.” 


Wen Qing’s lips tightened. Whatever administrator had made the call to discharge Wei 
Wuxian in that condition was likely not going to be employed there for long, judging by the 
grim expression on Lan Xichen’s face. But it didn’t change the outcome for Wei Wuxian. 
She continued her story. Whatever they didn’t know then, she would ensure that they were 
fully aware now. 


“T took Wei Wuxian back to his apartment, and stayed there for nearly a week while I figured 
out the rare poison he had been afflicted with, and treated him. Without treatment, his core 
would have been destroyed, and he likely would have died,” Wen Qing said, not trying to 
soften the truth of her words even as she took in the ashen pallor of Lan Wangji’s face. 


“The bill from the Gusu hospital took all his savings. When he received the bill for ‘rescue 
fees’, he had no money to pay. Wen Ning and I helped him submit his financial records to 
prove his status, and they ‘graciously’ waved the bill.” 


Lan Xichen closed his eyes briefly. Lan Wangji looked as though he might not even be 
breathing, though his hands slowly curled into fists. 


“Brother,” Lan Wangji managed after a moment, the word filled with depth of shock and pain 
and anger that Wen Qing found herself fully agreeing with. 


“Wangyji. We will find out how this happened. I promise you,” Lan Xichen said, his voice 
sounding cold and dangerous in a way that Wen Qing had never heard from the man. 


He had a reputation for being kind and forgiving. There was little sign of that now. Lan 
Wangji’s hands were clenched into fists so tight the knuckles were white. He gave a short nod 
in acknowledgement to his brother’s words, but otherwise appeared to be incapable of speech 
for the moment. 


“How... how did he recover?” Lan Xichen asked. 


“Slowly. It took nearly a year for him to fully regain his strength. Wen Ning had noticed the 
ever growing stack of talismans that Wei Wuxian was constantly coming up with and had had 
the idea to start patenting them, and selling them while Wei Wuxian was too weak to night 
hunt, which saved us, financially. I had kept detailed notes on my diagnosis and treatment of 
the rare poison that had nearly killed Wei Wuxian, and it had been my first major publication 
in the field. The doctors at Gusu Spiritual Cultivation Hospital had reached out in an offer to 
collaborate,” Wen Qing smiled coldly. 


“But I informed them that - while they may have admitted him - they had done nothing to 
diagnose nor treat the poison, and therefore had nothing to contribute.” 


Lan Wanji’s eyes - which had gone distant and unfocused - flickered at her words. “Wei Ying 
was Patient number 5 in the research article you wrote on qi poison?” 


“You read my work?” Wen Qing asked, surprised. Few non-medical cultivators bothered with 
the types of papers she wrote. 


“You work with Wei Ying,” he replied, as though that were an answer. And - if what she was 
beginning to suspect were true - perhaps it was. 


She nodded in answer to his previous question. “Yes. That research was based on the injury 
he sustained while battling the Xuanwu.” 


Both men looked grim. She had not held back in her descriptions of the pain and dangerous 
nature of the poison. 


“Wei Wuxian insisted it be documented fully, so that no one else would have to suffer as 
long, waiting for a cure,” she explained. 


Encountering and curing such an exotic spiritual poison and injury was a career-launching 
event, and Wen Qing had been smart enough to take it for all it was worth. Wei Wuxian was 
delighted, glad at least something good had come from his injuries. If any other cultivator 
suffered the same symptoms, there was a treatment regimen they could look to for help. 


The brothers were still clearly still reeling from what she had revealed when she felt a flash 
of heat against her skin in the pocket where she had the talisman that would warn her that the 
teleportation seal had been used. 


“Fuck. Wei Wuxian has used the seal. I must return to the room immediately,” Wen Qing 
stood, glad she had already let the waiter know which room she was in so the bill could be 
sent to her room. 


The Twin Jades stood as she did, and she decided not to argue with them about whether or 
not they could come with. Having two powerful cultivators could come in handy if Wei 
Wuxian had done what she suspected he had been planning. 


To be continued... 
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Lan Wangji was still trying to process everything that had happened in the past 24 hours. 
Seeing Wei Ying again at Mayor Li’s residence after six years had left him initially reeling. 
He had thought his memories of Wei Ying must have distorted how drawn to him Lan Wangji 
had always been to him, exaggerating it. But the reality of him had made it clear that - if 
anything - his memory had underestimated the impact of Wei Ying’s presence compared to 
the reality of it. 


Wei Ying had been just as beautiful as he had been at 19, but the confidence and power that 

had grown with age only made him more so. Any softness his face had had in his youth was 
gone now, his delicate jaw and cheekbones were even more defined. And the strength of his 

body and cultivation had sharpened, too. It had left Lan Wangji unmoored, especially seeing 
the cold derision Wei Ying had expressed, not just for Lan Wangji, but his entire sect. 


Lan Wangji had completely understood why Wei Ying might hate him , personally, but it 
wasn’t until Wen Qing’s revelation that he fully understood why Wei Ying had gone out of 
his way to never interact with anyone from their organization after he left Cloud Recesses 
Cultivation. Lan Wangji had been shocked, almost in disbelief, when she had begun 
describing what had happened. But slowly, that shock had thawed into a rage so 
overwhelming it made his hands tremble. 


Lan Wangji was a man used to having iron-clad control over his emotions, and the intensity 
of his anger on Wei Ying’s behalf left him almost breathless. 


Maybe it was hypocritical for Lan Wangji to be so angry at his organization after what he, 
himself, had done to Wei Ying. But at least his own actions had been due to incomplete 
information, his own weakness and inexperience (he had examined himself quite carefully on 
this point over the years, wanting to be sure, but he knew he would never have made a move 
if Wei Ying had not offered first). At the time, he had honestly believed that Wei Ying had 
wanted the same thing he had. 


Regardless. 


What Wen Qing described could not have been done unintentionally. Someone in his 
organization had harmed Wei Ying, and nearly cost him his life. And now, she had just told 
them that Wei Ying had used the teleportation seal... meaning Wei Ying was likely injured. 


Again. 


His body was in motion and following her before he could even think about whether his 
presence would be tolerated. He had to go. He had to see Wei Ying, to make sure he was 
okay. He hadn’t been allowed to see Wei Ying six years ago, and the man had nearly died. 


Would have died if Wen Qing hadn't randomly happened to be interviewing at Gusu hospital 
that same day. It was unacceptable that a sheer coincidence was the only reason Wei Ying 
was still alive. The company Lan Wangji’s family owned had put Wei Ying at risk, then 
abandoned him. 


Someone in his family’s company had made the decision to fire Wei Ying without notice, 
which violated company policy. Someone in his family’s company had further made the 
decision to pull medical support over a policy that was clearly not meant to be used in this 
way. 


Lan Wangji was going to find this ‘ someone .’ And when he did... Lan Wangji cut himself 
off at the shocking violent images that flickered through his normally peaceful mind. 


There was precedent for such punishments. Though much of his ancestor’s history had been 
burned, enough survived to make it clear that Lan discipline had always been harsh. In the 
modern context, he knew such measures would be viewed as archaic... even barbaric. But 
cultivators were given leeway by the authorities and society at large to handle their own 
business. 


Lan Wangji felt a primal sort of anger and thirst for vengeance that - for the first time in his 
life - made him fiercely glad that there would be no boundaries to stay his hand if he found 
the one responsible for Wei Ying’s treatment. 


But first, he needed to see if Wei Ying was ok. He wasn’t sure what he would do if Wen Qing 
turned them away from the room. He knew that Wei Ying was not his, that he had lost the 
right to protect Wei Ying when he had done what he had in the cave. 


He did not think he would be physically capable of turning around and leaving if Wen Qing 
asked him to, and he desperately hoped that her silence on his presence so far meant she 
would allow it. He needed to actually do something this time to help Wei Ying, given he had 
failed him so completely six years ago. 


When they reached the hotel room, Wen Qing did not even glance back at them as she shoved 
the entry card in and pushed the door open. 


“Wei Wuxian!” Wen Qing’s voice was stern, but her face was worried as she raced to Wei 
Ying’s room. Lan Wangji and Lan Xichen followed, the hotel door closing behind them. 


Lan Wangji hesitated in the doorway to Wei Ying’s room, his brother behind him. They had 
not been invited in, but they had also not been told to leave. Unless they were thrown out, 
Lan Wangji was staying. 


The room was cluttered despite the short time Wei Ying had occupied it, as though the chaos 
he always brought with him needed a physical manifestation. There was a pile of books and 


papers on the nightstand, clothes half pulled out of an open suitcase haphazardly sitting in the 
middle of the floor. The sheets on the bed were twisted and tangled, shoved down near the 
foot of it, and Lan Wangji carefully did not allow himself to think about that. 


He felt his entire soul freeze as he saw the blood that was trickling from Wei Ying’s nose and 
mouth, while his head lolled back, his body limp in Wen Qing’s brother’s arms. The younger 
man was supporting him, half-seated on the bed, likely to keep Wei Ying from choking on the 
blood. There were tendrils of resentful energy coming from his fingertips, and one hand was 
gripped, vicelike, around a qiankun pouch covered in messily drawn, complex blood sigils. 


The fact that Lan Wangji was known to be one of the most learned cultivators in his 
generation and had an entire clan s worth of knowledge to draw from, yet he couldn’t even 
recognize a third of the sigils, was another visceral reminder of Wei Ying’s brilliance. 


Guilt careened through him. The original request for aid had been to the Lan. It should never 
have fallen to Wei Ying to deal with the situation in Mo Village. Lan Wangji had been 
diligent to not shirk his duty when he and his brother had investigated the Mo village the 
night before. But he would have been lying if he had said he had not been looking forward to 
possibly working with Wei Ying to try to unravel the mystery. 


He had not imagined that Wei Ying would be injured when the village had been so calm 
when he and his brother had gone. He should have known that Wei Ying would find a way to 
figure it out without his help, and put himself at risk. 


Wei Ying was hurt again and it was Lan Wangji’s fault again. 


“Qing-Jie. Don’t be mad. I’m fine,” Wei Ying said, his words slurred as his eyes shivered 
open for a moment to look at Wen Qing, then fell closed again. 


“Tdiot! What did you do to yourself?” Wen Qing bit out, her hand moving to check his 
meridians. 


“T stopped it. Just don’t open the bag,” Wei Ying said before slumping down, unconscious. 


“He doesn’t have any other injuries,” Wen Ning said to his sister, his eyes flickering to the 
two Lan cultivators standing in the doorway. 


Wen Qing frowned in concentration as she finished doing whatever qi exam she was 
conducting, then released his wrist with a short huff. 


“Why do you always do things like this?” She brushed a stray lock of hair away from Wei 
Ying’s face, her movement gentle despite the scolding tone. 


Something dark twisted in Lan Wangji’s gut at the sight, and his hand clenched into a fist as 
he fought off the urge to reach out with his own hand and reassure himself that Wei Ying was 
going to be ok. 


The sight of Wei Ying lying unconscious and bloody overlayed a similar image from a 
memory of the last time Lan Wangji had seen him like this, in the cave. They had been... and 


then Wei Ying had lost consciousness. At first Lan Wangyji had thought it was just exhaustion 
or over stimulation. But Wei Ying did not wake up, and Lan Wangji could not rouse him. 


That was when he’d realized that Wei Ying had been poisoned, that he possibly had been 
delirious, or at the very least not in full possession of his faculties, and they had... 


“Are you just going to linger in the doorway and watch, or did you come to actually be 
useful?” Wen Qing snapped out, glancing at them over her shoulder. 


Both Lans stepped into the bedroom. 


“We wish to help. What can we do, Wen Daifu?” Lan Xichen asked, voicing what Lan 
Wangji was unable to. 


“His system is flooded with resentful energy. It needs to be cleansed from his body, and his 
meridians need to be healed from where he drew too much in too fast. I was told the Lan 
have songs that can purge resentful energy. If one of you could play, the other could channel 
spiritual energy into his meridians to help heal them.” 


Lan Wangji stepped forward to Wei Ying’s bedside, vaguely noticing the titles of some of the 
documents in the cluttered pile of books and notes on the nightstand. Wei Ying must have 

been doing research before he left. Obviously, he had figured something out, but had decided 
not to let Lan Wangji and his brother know. He had felt safer on his own than with their help. 


Wen Qing shifted to make space for him, and he knelt down beside her. She took his wrist, 
pulling down the collar of Wei Ying’s black T-shirt to bare his shoulder, and placed his 
fingers against a spot just below his collar bone. 


“The yin meridian for the lung. He tends to take the most damage there,” Wen Qing said, 
moving her own hand to a different spot. 


Lan Wangji blinked, his fingertips registering the smooth, supple warmth of Wei Ying’s skin. 
He felt a twist of guilt in his stomach at the reminder that his prior, intimate knowledge of the 
taste and texture of Wei Ying’s skin that had not - in fact - been consented to. Just because 
Lan Wangji had submitted himself for punishment after the fact did not erase the debt of that 
act. 


He pushed the thought down. Wallowing in guilt was self-indulgent. He needed to focus on 
healing the damage Wei Ying had taken on by finishing a job that Lan Wangji and his brother 
had failed to accomplish. 


Slowly, carefully, he let his spiritual energy flow from his fingertips into Wei Ying’s body, 
guiding it along the meridian. 


“L’n Zhan?” Wei Ying murmured, his voice raw, but his eyes didn’t flicker open at all. 


Lan Wangji fought the urge to rest his other hand on Wei Ying’s chest, to feel his heartbeat. 
Was he okay with Lan Wangji touching him? He waited to see if Wei Ying would say 
anything more, but he remained silent as he faded back fully into unconsciousness. 


Wen Qing shot him a sharp glance, but said nothing as she continued her examination. 


Lan Wangji did not have a lot of training as a healer, but - once he was able to move past the 
distraction of the fact that he was touching Wei Ying again - he could sense the pathway and 
allow his qi to heal at least the obvious damage. The damage did not seem to be severe, 
just... raw? Wei Ying’s Yin meridian also felt unusually wide to him. He had never felt 
anything like it, though he had almost never passed his spiritual energy to another person. 
Anyone who required healing was sent to the Gusu hospital. The reminder that Ying had been 
turned away from the hospital his family owned caused Lan Wangji’s focus to waver slightly, 
before he got his anger back in check. 


Behind him, he heard the sound of his brother’s xiao, playing the starting notes of Cleansing. 
The steady pulse of his brother’s spiritual energy filled the room, its cool nature soothing and 
familiar. 


“You can lay him down now,” Wen Qing told her brother, after placing her fingers alongside 
Lan Wangji’s to check his progress. “He should not be coughing up any more blood.” 


Wen Ning bobbed his head in acknowledgement, gently laying Wei Ying down on the bed, 
slipping a pillow beneath his head. There was a familiarity to the touches that made Lan 
Wangji feel like an outsider. This was clearly familiar territory for Wen Qing and her brother. 
They were the ones to tend to Wei Ying’s injuries, to know the secrets of his cultivation, to 
care for his body. 


“PII go get some water to clean him up,” Wen Ning said, disappearing into the bathroom. 


The notes of Cleansing resonated in the room, and the smoky wisps of resentful energy were 
no longer visible. Lan Wagji continued sending his spiritual energy into Wei Ying’s pathway, 
feeling it flow through his body with increased ease. 


Wen Ning returned with a damp towel and wiped the blood from Wei Ying’s face and throat. 
Lan Wangji tracked the movement of the damp cloth Wen Ning moved across Wei Ying’s 
skin. He fought to keep his fingers only where Wen Qing had placed them, in that narrow, 
permitted area. 


Even bloody and unconscious, Wei Ying was so beautiful it made Lan Wangji ache to look at 
him. The blood came away cleanly, with no injury beneath it, just as Wen Ning had said. He 
felt eyes on him, and turned to find Wen Qing watching him. 


“What happened?” She asked, turning her attention back to Wen Ning, who had finished 
what he could. 


“Wei XianShi said he felt something as soon as we got to the village. He said...,”” Wen Ning 
stopped, casting a nervous glance at the Lan brothers. 


“The Twin Jades were here in case Wei Wuxian was not able to eliminate the threat at Mo 
Village,” Wen Qing said. “They do not need to hear the details of how he did it, but - since 
their clansmen were killed and the original request for help came to them, they likely wish to 
know what was behind it all.” 


Since Lan Xichen was still playing the xiao, it fell to Lan Wangji to respond. He nodded, 
careful not to interrupt the channeling of his own spiritual energy into Wei Ying. 


“Mn,” was all he could manage. 


Wen Ning bobbed his head, evidently understanding whatever message Wen Qing had given 
him. 


“Ok, well. When we got to Mo Village, even just as we approached the gates, Wei XiānShī 
said he... he felt something.” 


“Felt something?” Lan Wangji asked. He had felt the resentful presence when they were 
inside the main manor, but definitely not at the gates. Had it grown stronger? Or had it been 
waiting for them at the gates? 


Wen Ning shot a glance at his sister, who gave him a warning look. 
“Um... he felt the resentment?” Wen Ning said, making it a question rather than a statement. 


“The details are not important, A-Ning,” Wen Qing said. “Zewu-Jun and Hanguang-Jun 
simply need to know what the cause was, and whether it is eliminated or not.” 


“Oh, ok. Right. Yes. The cause was a sword. Wei XidnShi was able to secure it in a specially 
warded giankun pouch, but it... it’s not fully neutralized?” 


Wen Qing’s eyes widened. “It’s not neutralized but he brought it here ?” 


Lan Xichen had stopped playing, and Lan Wangji nearly stopped channeling his energy in 
shock, his eyes dropping to the pouch with renewed concern at the markings he did not 
recognize, but clearly radiated with power. 


“It’s safe! I mean... as long as no one opens the bags or breaks the seals. And maybe... it 
might be that Wei XianShi needs to remain in contact with the bag. For now.” 


“What sort of sword could do this?” Lan Xichen asked. 


There were stories of ancient, powerful objects that could possess people. But the very few 
that had been encountered in modern times could not possess cultivators of any strength or 
skill. 


Wen Ning looked at his sister, seeking guidance on how much he should divulge. Secrecy 
between cultivation organizations was common. After all, cultivation techniques were trade 
secrets the same way manufacturing processes were in other industries. And powerful 
artifacts were coveted and - in the not-so-distant-past - fought over. Their existence and the 
exact nature of them were often kept hidden from outsiders. 


But this was an object that could be an active threat. And the Lan did not seek to claim or 
take by force objects of power the way the Jin and the Wen did. The fact that Wen Ning was 
so hesitant to discuss anything about it, however, meant that they held the Lan in the same 
regard as they would the Wen or the Jin. 


And given what Wen Qing had just disclosed, Lan Wangji couldn’t even fault them. 


“We will sign a nondisclosure agreement to anything that is said,” Lan Wangji said. He 
wasn’t sure if they would take his word for it or if they would have to wait until it was drawn 
up, before discussing, but he would understand if that were the case. 


Wen Qing looked at him assessingly, her eyes dropping to where Lan Wangji’s fingers still 
rested against Wei Ying’s skin, pouring energy into him. After a moment, she nodded. 


“Very well. I can send our standard papers over. But - for now - a verbal, recorded agreement 
will have to do.” 


She pulled out her phone, likely opening an audio-recording app. Both he and Lan Xichen 
verbally confirmed the NDA, and agreed to not disclose anything beyond what Wen Ning had 
already shared to anyone else without written permission from Wei Wuxian or Wen Qing. 


When that was completed, Wen Ning continued his narrative. 


“Wei XianShi said that it felt familiar. When we first arrived. He said... he couldn’t 
remember where at first. So he came to one of the... the victims. And he... asked about what 
had happened.” 


“Wei Wuxian played Inquiry?” Lan Xichen asked. 


“No. Wei X1anShi has... has a different method. He was able to find out what happened, and 
that was when he recognized the s-sword,” Wen Ning said. 


Lan Wangji frowned. Very few sects had ways of communicating with the dead. Inquiry was 
considered by everyone to be the most reliable. And Lan Xichen and himself were considered 
the two most powerful cultivators to use that technique. How had Wei Ying been able to 
gather information that they had not? What technique did he know that would allow him to 
recognize the sword? 


From his own efforts, Lan Wangji had been able to get only confusion and fear. The name of 
the person who killed them, but no idea why and nothing about a particular weapon. 


There were writings of an ancient technique that had allowed the user to actually see the 
memories of the dead. But the details of it had been lost during the Great Cultivator War. 


‘Where did he recognize the sword from?” Lan Xichen asked. 


“Wei XianShi didn’t say exactly,” Wen Ning said. “He just... he said...,” Wen Ning glanced 
sheepishly at his sister. 


Wen Qing rolled her eyes. “Just say it. We all know how Wei Wuxian speaks. What’s 
important is that we understand what is in that bag, since he’s not awake yet to tell us.” 


Wen Ning nodded. “He said ‘what the fuck is the sword from the cave doing here? Didn’t 
those a-assholes secure the artifacts after we were rescued?” 


Lan Wangji froze, the conversation finally disrupting his concentration enough that he 
stopped channeling his energy, though his fingers refused to move from where they rested 
against Wei Ying’s skin. 


It was possible that Wei Ying had been trapped in more than one cave. It was somewhat less 
likely, given his aversion to working with other cultivation organizations, that he had done so 
in a circumstance where someone e/se would secure the artifacts. 


“Do you know which cave he was referring to?” Lan Xichen asked. 

Wen Qing’s compressed lips answered the question before Wen Ning’s words did. 
“It was... probably... the one where he was injured, w-with Hanguang-Jun.” 
“Wangji. Do you remember a sword from the Xuanwu’s cave?” Lan Xichen asked. 


“The Xuanwu had killed many. There were numerous swords amongst the remains scattered 
in the cave. But none stood out that I saw.” 


“Did he say more about the sword?” Wen Qing asked. 


Wen Ning nodded. “He said that... if it started with the Mayor, someone must have sold it to 
him. He didn’t understand how anyone would have been able to hold it. He didn’t explain 
more. He stood and closed his eyes and...,” he stopped again. 


“They’ve agreed not to disclose anything, A-Ning. I think you’d better just tell it.” 


“He said he could hear it calling for him. It had recognized him as well. We went to the main 
hall, and he went directly to some sort of...display room?” 


Lan Wangji and Lan Xichen looked at each other. He remembered the room. The Mayor of 
the Mo village had collected ancient weapons, and had an entire room dedicated to their 
display. None had particularly caught their eye, but they had been more concerned with the 
bodies of the dead. 


“That was where the first death happened,” Lan Xichen said. “But all of the weapons were in 
their cases. Nothing seemed to have been disturbed.” 


“Yeah, that’s what Wei XianShi said, too. But he saw it right away, in the centermost display 
case. He warned me not to touch it. He said... he said the sword wouldn’t harm him. I asked 
him why. And he... his eyes...,” Wen Ning cut himself off. “He just said that he understood 
now why the sword hadn’t harmed Hanguang-Jun.” 


Lan Xichen shot Lan Wangji a sharp glance, but Lan Wangji had no more insight than his 
brother. Perhaps the sword felt as though it had been liberated by the death of the Xuanwu. 
But there was not enough information to make speculation fruitful. In any case, it should 
have been properly documented and either disposed of, neutralized, or stored with the other 
artifacts in the cave. The fact that it wasn’t was a serious breach of protocol. Again. 


“Wei XianShi took the qiankun pouch and he drew some seals on it. Then he told me to stand 
back and not to transport him until the sword was sealed in the bag. He lifted his hand and... 
and the sword smashed through the glass of the display case and came to him. As soon as it 
touched him, Wei XianShi’s eyes began to glow and he... he did something. And then blood 
was pouring out of his nose and mouth and he put the sword in the pouch, tied it closed and 
then... I brought him here.” 


Silence stretched as they all processed Wen Ning’s story, and how to proceed next. While Lan 
Xichen was studying the talismans drawn in blood on the qiankun bag, Lan Wangji was 
studying the man who had drawn them. 


Wei Ying was still and quiet, in a way he never was when awake. His skin was pale and 
translucent, making the curve of his cheekbones and red of his lips even more pronounced. 
Lan Wangji tried not to think about how beautiful he was. 


Where Lan Wangji had grown broader in the years since they’d last seen each other, Wei 
Ying had retained the tall, lean build of his youth. His hand, where it clutched the qiankun 
bag, still showed red on the fingertips from where he had drawn the talisman with his own 
blood. His wrists looked slender and fine boned compared to Lan Wangji’s broader one. 


Despite knowing how strong Wei Ying was, he looked fragile, and Lan Wangji felt a surge of 
protectiveness flood through him, even though he knew that Wei Ying would not welcome 
the sentiment. 


“He will likely sleep for several hours,” Wen Qing said. “Normally it would be a day, at least, 
but your efforts have accelerated the healing significantly.” 


“This happens often?” Lan Wangji asked, concerned. He forced himself to focus on re- 
opening his pathways, resuming passing energy to Wei YIng. He knew it must be his 
imagination, but it felt as though Wei Ying’s own qi was responding, pulling Lan Wangji’s qi 
further into his pathways, deeper into his body. 


Wen Qing’s face shuttered. “You are aware of Wei Wuxian’s reputation. He is often called in 
on difficult cases. Usually the ones that the larger sects avoid, either due to lack of sufficient 
payment, or too high of danger to their cultivators.” 


It was a not-so-subtle reminder that Wei Ying did not have a larger organization to fall back 
on and help protect him. And a large part of the reason for that lay with the Lan’s dismissal of 
him as an intern. 


“You should rest. You can’t have gotten more than an hour’s sleep. Wei Wuxian would not 
have brought the artifact back if he didn’t believe his wards would hold.” 


“We could stay to help him heal faster,” Lan Wangji offered. 


“Perhaps after you rest. For now, I am going to check him for curse marks, and I don’t think 
he would appreciate an audience for that.” 


Lan Wangji felt his ears flame at the words, and the dark, ugly feeling twisted in his stomach 
again. Her tone held no rancor, though, and he wondered at it. Had Wei Ying not told her 
what Lan Wangji had done? 


“Then we will take our leave,” Lan Xichen said, bowing and giving Lan Wangji a concerned 
glance. “As the sword was supposed to have been taken care of six years ago by our 
organization, we need to find out how it came to be in the hands of a civilian.” 


Wen Qing nodded, her lips compressed tightly. It was clear she did not have a very good 
impression of the Lan. 


“T will notify you when Wei Wuxian is ready to discuss the situation,” she said, brusquely. It 
was a clear dismissal, and Lan Wangji stood, reluctantly stilling his flow of qi and pulling his 
hand away from Wei Ying’s skin. His hand curled inward, trying to hold onto the warmth of 
his body for a few moments longer as he stood and bowed to Wen Qing and her brother. 


Wen Qing stood as well and returned their bows, but did not walk them out. Her gaze on Lan 
Wangji was sharp and considering. 


He wondered what she saw. 


Lan Wangji opened his laptop as soon as he returned to the hotel room he shared with his 
brother, not even considering the two perfectly made beds in the room. 


“Wangyji,” Lan Xichen said softly. “You should rest. There will be time to investigate further 
then.” 


Lan Wangji’s jaw clenched. “It has been six years already. There has been enough waiting.” 
“Exactly. It has been six years. Another few hours won’t matter.” 


Lan Wangji ignored him, bringing up the Cloud Recesses Cultivation website and logging on. 
As a senior member of the inner circle, he had access to all personnel records on missions, 
employment status, and discipline history. Something he had not had 6 years ago. He wanted 
to know who had made the call to deny Wei Ying medical coverage for his mission, and what 
possible reason they had given. 


He blinked at the message that his search returned. 
All records relating to Wei Wuxian have been archived. 
“What is it?” Lan Xichen asked. 


Lan Wangji did not bother to state that - if his brother had insisted on resting before 
investigating - his interest in the search results was signaling the opposite. 


Wordlessly, Lan Wangji turned his laptop to allow his brother to read the message. Lan 
Xichen frowned. 


“Personnel records are supposed to be archived after 10 years. It has only been 6.” 


“Mn,” Lan Wangji said. The unsettled feeling that had been growing inside him only 
increased at this discovery. 


“I will call HR and have them retrieve the records for us,” Lan Xichen said. 


“No,” Lan Wangji said, causing his brother’s eyebrows to rise in surprise. “There are few 
who had access to the system to prematurely archive Wei Ying’s records.” 
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Lan Xichen winced, then nodded. “And they are all in HR, except for you, me and Uncle. 
Lan Wangji nodded. 


Lan Xichen sighed. “I am hoping that this is just some sort of system error. I find it hard to 
believe anyone would intentionally cause something like this.” 


“We cannot know until we look. The inquiry must go to IT,” Lan Wangji said. He did not 
often argue with his brother, but he would not give way on this. Their eyes locked, and - after 
a moment - Lan Xichen dropped his gaze and gave a small nod. 


“Very well,” Lan Xichen conceded. “I will ask them to recover the records and any other 
information associated with Wei Ying. And to trace who has accessed or modified the files. 
Hopefully it will all be an honest mistake. But we owe it to Wei Wuxian to find out the truth 
and make reparations for his mistreatment by us, whether it was intentional or not.” 


Lan Wangji nodded, relieved that his brother had not argued with him on this point. His 
brother was a powerful cultivator and good with people, but he often wanted to give the 
benefit of the doubt where it should not be given. 


“The responsibility was ours. And we failed Wei Ying.” 


Lan Xichen made the call, speaking directly to the head of IT to ensure confidentiality. When 
he finished, he turned to Lan Wangji. 


“Tt will take several hours, possibly even a full day to retrieve the files. Evidently, they were 
not simply archived. Most were deleted, then wiped from the main system.” 


Lan Wangji’s eyes widened. That could not have been done accidentally. Lan Xichen 
seemed to read his thoughts, and nodded grimly. 


“It appears that the basic files were archived, so the record would look unaltered. But - given 
the nature of my request - they looked at an archived inventory of the files, and there were a 
lot that were missing. Whoever did this was not aware that we keep archived back-ups. There 
still might be some information lost, but the majority of it will be recoverable.” 


Lan Wangji felt anger surge through him at the thought of someone intentionally trying to 
harm Wei Ying, to erase Wei Ying in this way. 


“We must notify Uncle,” Lan Wangji said. 


Lan Xichen nodded, looking tired at the thought. He pulled out his phone, and called their 
uncle, putting him on speaker. Lan Qiren was at first skeptical, upon hearing Wen Qing’s 
story, assuming there was some mistake. But he grew concerned as he learned of the deleted 
files. 


“I remember when we terminated Wei Wuxian s internship with us ,” Lan Qiren said. “ There 
had been numerous disciplinary reports.” 


Lan Wangji closed his eyes, knowing that many of those had been made by him. Back then, 
he had found it impossible to ignore Wei Ying, he was so brazen, so brilliant, so beautiful. It 
had confused and infuriated him in equal measures, and there had always been something that 
Wei Ying was doing, some rule he was breaking or protocol he was not following. Even if the 
end result was often far superior to what the original approach would have yielded, Lan 
Wangji had felt compelled to report it, trying to find a way to make sense of what Wei Ying 
was doing. Hoping he would change his ways enough to be offered a permanent position. 
Instead, Lan Wangji had evidently been instrumental at getting him fired. 


“None of the complaints I filed were fireable offenses,” Lan Wangji stated. 


“ Mm. Not individually. But they added up quickly. We had never had an intern with so many 
reports. The council decided to suspend him, to review the situation. He had the opportunity 
to appeal the suspension, but he did not. Additionally, he refused to comply with the 
suspension, and went on a mission anyway. Then he didn t follow the communication 
protocol, and you were both injured. That was when the council decided to move to 
termination ,” Lan Qiren said. “Given the fact that he had not contested the initial 
suspension, we assumed it was basically a mutual termination. ” 


Lan Wangji frowned. That was what he had been told - that it had been a mutual termination. 
He was too junior back then to have had access to the full record, but word had spread quicky 
and no one had refuted it. He had thought, at the time, that his actions had played a role in 
Wei Ying’s decision. But there were things his uncle was saying that Lan Wangji knew to be 
untrue. 


“Wei Ying did not know he had been suspended. And I saw him sending our location when 
we arrived at the hunt. He was not negligent in those protocols.” 


Lan Qiren huffed. “He was notified. It is protocol. He would not have told you, since you 
would never have agreed to allow him to go with you if you had been aware. But even if he 
did not know, he still put your safety at risk. The reason it took us so long to locate you was 
that he had not sent the notification of your change in location, nor the escalated status of 
your hunt. As the supporting cultivator on the case, it was his duty to send the coordinates 
when you moved from the initial search area. Whatever you thought you saw him do, it was 
not sending your coordinates. ” 


Lan Wangji frowned, but did not argue. His uncle was incorrect, but contradicting him now 
without evidence would be fruitless. Wei Ying was brash and reckless, but he would not put 
others at risk through skipping an important step in protocol like that. They would be getting 
all of the data back from IT, and they would find out what was and was not Wei Ying’s fault. 


Uncle had at least expressed concern that Wei Ying had been denied medical treatment, and 
agreed that there would need to be consequences for such a violation even if it turned out that 
Wei Ying had taken the mission knowing he was suspended. Suspended was not fired, and 
his treatment should have been covered. 


When they hung up with their uncle, Lan Wangji returned to his laptop, hoping he could find 
at least some information on the hunt from 6 years ago. The report from the night hunt also 
was prematurely archived, so they could not even get more information on the sword. 


“Please, Wangji. You must rest. There is nothing we can do until the retrieval process is 
complete.” 


Lan Wangji was not sure how he could possibly sleep, knowing what he now knew, with Wei 
Ying unconscious just a few rooms down from where he was. Lan Xichen cast a stern eye on 
him. 


“The nature of the sword that Wei Wuxian retrieved is unknown. It is clearly dangerous, and 
did significant harm to him in his efforts to contain it. The Lan were the ones who had been 
called to deal with it. It is not a responsibility he should have to bear. We must take 
accountability for our earlier failure, and it will not help if you are exhausted and your 
spiritual energy has been depleted. Wen Daifu will call us when he wakes, or if she needs us. 
We must be ready for her call.” 


Lan Wangji disliked it very much that his brother was right. But - after a moment - he bowed 
his head in acknowledgement. 


“Then we will rest.” 
Lan Xichen released a breath in relief. They would shower and sleep. 


But when Lan Wangji found out who was responsible for what happened to Wei Ying, he 
would remind his brother of the ancient discipline code that each member of the organization 
had to swear to adhere to. Even the government did not interfere with Cultivator discipline, 
unless civilians were somehow involved. 


And the Lan doctrine was quite clear on the rules involving attempt to kill, and the penalty 
for doing so. 


Lan Wangji could not go back in time and prevent Wei Ying from being hurt. But he would 
take responsibility for what his organization had done to him, and make right what he could. 
Part of that, Lan Wangji knew, would be controlling his own emotions and behavior. It was 
likely he and Wei Ying would need to work together until the sword was dealt with. Given 
his past trespasses against Wei Ying, as well as the wrongdoings of his family’s organization, 
it was no wonder Wei Ying wanted nothing to do with them. 


Lan Wangji would ensure he was as professional as possible, and did not make the 
interactions any more difficult for Wei Ying than they already were. Fortunately, Lan Wangji 
was used to keeping his emotions deep beneath the surface, away from the view of others. 


Given everything, the very least he could do for Wei Ying was to not burden him with Lan 
Wangji’s feelings for him. 


To be continued... 


Next chapter will be back to wwx's pov. 
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Wei Wuxian drew a deep breath, expecting to feel the usual too-tight pull of his muscles and 
rawness in his lungs after pulling in so much resentful energy. He tensed, bracing himself for 
the rush of pain but it didn’t come. 


What? 


He opened his eyes, looking around to see the familiar hotel room that he remembered 
returning to after he’d temporarily sealed the sword. The overhead lights were off, likely in 
deference to the way his eyes were always over-sensitive to light after hunts like that. Except 
he felt no stab of pain as he looked towards the bedroom door, where the brighter lights from 
the main sitting area were flooding into his room. 


The qiankun pouch was resting on his chest, and he could feel the coiled pulse of the 
resentful energy contained within it where his hand still touched the blood sigils. It was 
barely contained, and Wei Wuxian had never encountered anything this powerful before. So 
he definitely hadn’t misremembered what had happened on the hunt. 


But then, why was he not feeling like he’d been hit by a bus? 


“Qing-jie?” he asked, carefully running his free hand over the back of his neck to check for 
needles before levering himself out of bed. 


“Do not get out of bed until I’ve checked you,” Wen Qing said brusquely, walking into the 
room. Wei Wuxian was smart enough not to argue with her. 


“How long was I out for?” Wei Wuxian asked. Maybe she had put him under for a few days 
to recover? 


“About eight hours,” she replied, pressing her fingers sharply into his wrist, checking his 
meridians. 


Wei Wuxian’s eyebrows shot up. “That fast? What did you do differently this time? I feel like 
I’ve rested for days instead of hours.” 


Wen Qing shot him a dry look. “Hanguang-Jun channeled his spiritual energy into you while 
Zewu-Jun played Cleansing.” 


Wei Wuxian jerked back, as though somehow it would retroactively break the touch that had 
occurred hours ago. The thought of Lan Zhan in his room, feeding him his qi caused a sharp 
tangle of emotions too complicated for Wei Wuxian to parse. But beyond that, it just didn’t 
make any sense. 


“Why? Why would they... how did they even know I was here? Did you call them?” 
“I had just finished my lunch when the talisman went off. They followed me here.” 
Wei Wuxian snorted. “To make sure I didn’t take something that didn’t belong to me?” 


Wen Qing looked at him for a moment, and Wei Wuxian fought not to hunch his shoulders. 
Wen Qing always saw too much when she looked. 


“Actually, if I had to guess a reason, I would say it was out of concern for your well-being as 
well as the safety of the town,” Wen Qing said calmly, as though the first part of her 
statement was in any way reasonable. 


“Yeah. Because they really have a track record of showing how much they care. They were 
probably worried that I’d fucked things up and left a mess for them to clean up.” 


Wen Qing hummed noncommittally as she continued her exam. 
“You never told me that you and Hanguang-Jun had been romantically involved.” 


Wei Wuxian choked on his in-drawn breath, which sent him into a coughing fit that lasted 
almost a minute. 


“What?!” He wheezed, when he could finally form words again. “Why would you think... it 
was only... we weren’t romantically involved. Fuck, who says shit like that?” 


Wen Qing eyed him skeptically. “If you’re trying to play this off cool, you are failing 
spectacularly. Though that’s nothing new.” 


“Qing-Jie!” He widened his eyes in mock outrage, hoping to turn this whole conversation 
into a joke that could then be forgotten about and never dredged up again. “How could you 
treat me so cruelly when I’m an injured man, laid up in bed!” 


Wen Qing narrowed her eyes. “Just because you take stupid risks and get yourself injured 
doesn’t mean I need to be nice to you about it. And you’re the one who just told me you don’t 
feel ‘injured’ this time. If you don’t want to talk about you and Hanguang-Jun’s history, then 
that’s fine. But I saw the way he looked at you, and it was definitely not giving off the 
‘former colleague to whom I am indifferent’ kind of vibe.” 


Wei Wuxian opened his mouth to protest, but she put up a hand to forestall him. 


“Do not tell me that he wasn’t looking at you like the last glass of water in the world where 
he’s dying of thirst. You were too busy looking anywhere else in the room but him, so you 
wouldn’t know.” 


Wei Wuxian huffed out a breath. “You know, considering I have a cursed sword resting on 
my fucking stomach right now, you should be nicer to me.” 


Wen Qing rolled her eyes. “This is me being nice. If you can’t remember what I’m like when 
I’m mean, I’d be happy to get my needles and show you.” 


Wen Ning knocked on the open door, poking his head in. “W-Wei XianShi. Are you feeling 
better?” 


“A-Ning! You carried me back to the hotel and put me to bed. Don’t you think you can 
finally drop the formality? If you won’t call me Xian-ge or Ying-ge, at least call me Wei 
Wuxian. It’s been years .” 


Wen Ning just ducked his head, but didn’t say anything. It was an old argument, and Wei 
Wuxian did not expect to have any better luck this time than he had in the past, but it didn’t 
mean he wouldn’t try. 


“You look better than usual,” Wen Ning said, bringing in a tray of what looked like hotel 
room service food and a large bottle of water. Wei Wuxian abruptly realized he was both 
starving and extremely thirsty. “Did the musical cultivation help?” 


“Tt did,” Wen Qing said. “As did the qi transfer from someone with an extremely powerful 
core. It’s too bad you’re so dead set against working with them. Having one of them as a 
partner on your more dangerous missions would significantly reduce the long-term damage 
you are doing to your body.” 


“Well, the last time I worked with them, I almost died. Death is pretty fucking long term in 
terms of damage to my body. Shaving a day or two off my recovery this time doesn’t exactly 
even the score.” 


Wen Ning set the tray of food down on the nightstand and handed Wei Wuxian the bottled 
water. 


“About that,” Wen Qing said, watching Wei Wuxian drink. “They asked me why you were so 
against working with them when they joined me for lunch.” 


Wei Wuxian stopped drinking long enough to scoff at her words before taking another 
gulping drink. 


“Slow down, or you'll make yourself sick,” she scolded. “Both Zewu-Jun and Hanguang-Jun 
appeared unaware that the Lan had not paid for your medical care.” 


“They didn’t just ‘not pay’. They kicked me out of the fucking hospital when they new no 
other cultivation’s medical facilities would take me.” 


“I know. And now they know. But I don’t think they had been aware of this before.” 


If anyone else had said this to him, Wei Wuxian would have laughed in their face. But Wen 
Qing was not someone easily fooled, and she absolutely did not take what people said at face 


value. If she had doubts, then he had to consider it. 


“Their uncle literally owns the company. I had just finished a mission with Lan Zhan. Didn’t 
he wonder why I never showed up for work or filed my half of the paperwork? I mean... 
maybe he didn’t give a shit enough about me to come see me in the hospital or call me or 
whatever, but you’d think he’d wonder what happened.” 


Wen Qing shrugged. “I don’t know why he didn’t come see you. Maybe he was also 
recovering. You said you passed out before you were rescued. You don’t really know what 
happened to him between the time you last saw him and the time the rescue team came. And I 
would guess that Hanguang-Jun only had your work phone, which the Lan took back when 
they fired you. Had you ever had him over to your place while you were working there? 
Would he have known where you lived, or felt like it was ok to just show up there?” 


Wei Wuxian shook his head. “Nah. I mean, I invited him out to dinner or to grab lunch a 
bunch of times, but he always said ‘no’. He wasn’t exactly my biggest fan.” Wei Wuxian 
winced at the memories of how pathetic he had been back then, constantly trying for Lan 
Wangji’s attention. In retrospect, it was no wonder the guy had disliked him so much and 
done his best to avoid him outside of work. 


Wen Qing hummed noncommittally. “So you’ve said. But that means he would have had no 
way to contact you. And most companies do not allow access to employee health 
information. The hospital is owned by Cloud Recess Cultivation, but it’s still a separate 
business entity. It’s a violation of privacy laws to disclose your medical file without your 
written consent.” 


Wei Wuxian paused, processing her words. He had grown comfortable with the narrative he 
had believed for the past 6 years. A change like this felt... he didn’t know how it felt. 


“So Lan Zhan didn’t... didn’t know?” 


“Judging by the way he looked like I’d run him through with my sword when I told him, I 
would have to say I don’t think so.” 


Wei Wuxian drew a slow breath. He didn’t know what to do with that information. Lan 
Wangji had never tried to contact him in all the years they’d been apart. And he was still 
fairly sure that Lan Wangji was also the reason Wei Wuxian had been fired in the first place. 


But at least the man hadn’t been behind his company leaving Wei Wuxian to die and drown 
in medical bills that he couldn’t pay. 


Maybe. 


“Whatever,” he said, trying to deflect Wen Qing’s attention and bury the complicated jumble 
of half-formed thoughts he had about this whole thing. He grabbed a bowl of soup that did 
not look sufficiently red to suit his tastes. But it was hotel food, so he couldn’t expect much. 


“At least it’s done. Hopefully I can go another 6 years without seeing him again. Did you let 
Mayor Yi know the Mo Village is safe to return to? They can let the families come and claim 


the bodies, at least.” 


“I did. He was grateful, but also very concerned that you had brought the artifact to his city 
when it wasn’t fully neutralized.” 


“It’s neutralized!” Wei Wuxian said indignantly. “Well... it’s contained , anyway. I wouldn’t 
have taken it out if I wasn’t sure this would hold it,” he said, gesturing to the qiankun pouch 
that was still requiring physical contact with his body to maintain. 


“Mm,” Wen Qing said, skeptically. “So your plan is to just keep it tied to your body for the 
rest of your life?” 


“No,” Wei Wuxian said. “I will have a much better plan. Eventually. I just need to research it 
a bit more.” 


Wen Qing sighed. “Well, the mayor wants it out of his city. He said he would wire us the fee, 
and was quite adamant that we should not come by his home or office to collect it.” 


Wei Wuxian laughed as he ate. “Yeah, I bet. Well, he’s not wrong to want it out of here. The 
sword is... I’ve never seen anything like it. I has sentience, like a spiritual weapon. But it’s 
not the same as a regular cultivation sword. It’s spiritual cognition felt like pure yin, and it’s 
much more powerful. I couldn’t stay conscious long enough to get a full read on if it’s 
possessed with a human’s spiritual cognition or has one of it’s own, or something else 
entirely. We can head out first thing in the morning and take it back to my workshop. P1 
figure something out.” 


“Zewu-Jun and Hanguang-Jun wanted to speak with you about your plans for the sword.” 
“They know about the sword?” Wei Wuxian asked, his eyes snapping to Wen Ning. 


“I... They wanted to know if it was safe. T-they have p-provenance on the hunt,” Wen Ning 
explained, looking to his sister for support. 


“A-Ning didn’t share any of your secrets, and we had them give a verbal NDA, and they 
consented to signing a full one, which I sent over while you were unconscious. He just told 
them the sword was from the cave that you and Hanguang-Jun had been stuck in. They 
seemed concerned that an artifact this powerful had not been properly stored by their 
organization. They needed to know.” 


Wei Wuxian shrugged, swallowing the bite of food he had in his mouth before speaking. For 
once. “Eh. This happens a lot with them. I reported a couple of artifacts that I noticed weren’t 
in the vault that I’d secured in a few of my night hunts. I’d gone back to check something on 
one of them and it wasn’t there. Hadn’t even been logged into the records. But they never did 
anything about it.” 


Wen Qing looked thoughtful for a moment. “It seems as though the Lan sect has several 
housekeeping issues that they need to be taking care of.” 


Wei Wuxian shrugged. “Not my concern anymore. They fired me. But anyway, it’s all the 
more reason why they shouldn’t take this sword. I might be a much smaller organization, but 
at least I don’t lose powerful artifacts that get an entire fucking village killed.” 


“They’ Il still want to talk to you about the sword before we leave,” Wen Qing said, though 
she didn’t seem fully happy about it, either. 


Wei Wuxian shrugged. “Whatever. Ill talk to them and tell them that they can just leave it to 
me. We can tell them in the morning, before we head out of town.” 


Wen Qing looked like she had more to say, but Wei Wuxian could feel his eyes drooping now 
that he’d eaten and re-hydrated. She clocked his stifled yawn, and relented. 


“Fine. We’ll talk to them in the morning. Zewu-Jun gave me his number. But I doubt it is 
going to be as simple as you say.” 


Wei Wuxian hoped she was wrong. He hated that she was most likely right. The Lan were 
prideful, and the optics of having them having lost a sword that killed a (small) village full of 
people and then having some rogue cultivator come and clean up after them was not a great 
look. 


But he’d deal with it in the morning. They couldn’t make him work with them. He went to 
sleep trying very hard not to wonder if Lan Wangji would have done anything different if 
he’d known that Wei Wuxian had needed help. 


Wei Wuxian was not nervous when Wen Qing called Lan Wangji and Lan Xichen to let them 
know he was awake. He just... wasn’t really sure what to expect, either in terms of dealing 
with the sword (one that Wei Wuxian claimed the Lan had mishandled) or about Wen Qing’s 
statement that Lan Zhan hadn’t known about how much his company had fucked Wei 
Wuxian over. 


He tried really hard to stop drumming his fingers nervously on the table (especially when 
Wen Qing glared at him for the third time). A polite knock on the door announced the end of 
his waiting, and Wen Ning opened the door for the Twin Jades of Lan. 


Both brothers looked as immaculate as ever, but there was a strain around their eyes that 
made Wei Wuxian wonder if they had broken Lan rules and pulled an all-nighter. Lan Wangj1 
gave a perfunctory greeting to Wen Ning and Wen Qing, but his eyes locked back onto Wei 
Wuxian. 


“Wei Ying,” he began, stepping forward, then stopping, his large hands - usually so strong 
and adept - fisted uselessly at his sides. 


Lan Xichen glanced at his brother, seemingly waiting a breath for him to speak. But it 
appeared the Second Jade had exhausted all of his words for the moment. 


“Wei Wuxian,” Lan Xichen said, bowing formally, much deeper than their relative stations 
would dictate. “Please allow me to apologize on behalf of Cloud Recesses Cultivation. Wen 


Daifu informed us about your mistreatment by my family’s company. We were deeply 
distressed to hear about what happened with our failure to provide you medical treatment for 
injuries incurred on a mission for our organization.” 


Wei Wuxian felt himself start to panic as arguably one of the most powerful men in China 
bowed to him in that way. He had been comfortable nursing his resentment towards the Lan 
cultivators from afar. This type of sincere apology, coupled with Lan Wangji’s distressed 
expression, was upending his world view and he really could not handle it. 


“No, please!” he rushed, placing his hands lightly on Lan Xichen’s shoulders to lift him up. 
“It was a long time ago.” 


“We will find how this happened,” Lan Wangji said, his voice cold and hard in a way that 
Wei Wuxian had not heard before. He had seen Lan Wangji annoyed, sometimes bordering on 
angry (often at Wei Wuxian’s own actions) but he did not think he’d ever seen him exude this 
level of killing intent. 


He tried very hard to not find it hot. 
“C-check his pay information as well,” Wen Ning said, stepping forward. 


Both Lan Xichen and Lan Wangji looked at the usually quiet younger cultivator in surprise. 
Most people forgot that Wen Ning was around, especially in the presence of his older sister or 
Wei Wuxian, both of whom usually dominated the conversation. But people didn’t realize 
that Wen Ning was the bedrock that held Wen Qing and Wei Wuxian up. He had a quiet, 
steady sort of strength and kindness that could seem timid, but if there was something Wen 
Ning felt was wrong, he would stand against it with unrelenting strength and determination. 


Lan Wangji frowned, his gaze flickering to Wen Ning, then back to Wei Wuxian. Lan 
Xichen’s expression also looked concerned 


“Wei Ying was not paid?” Lan Wangji asked. 


Wei Wuxian shot Wen Ning a betrayed glance. It was all so long ago, and they had bigger 
things to worry about at the moment. 


“It’s whatever. No one cares about ancient hazard pay. We have an artifact to deal with that 
was supposed to have been safely stored in the Lan’s warded storage chamber. You should be 
spending your time finding out how it got in the hands of a civilian,” Wei Wuxian said. 


“It’s not ‘whatever’,” Wen Qing said. “You had trusted your employer to keep you safe, and 
that trust was violated.” 


Lan Wangji’s expression shuttered when Wen Qing said ‘violated’, closing off completely in 
what - on any other person - would have been a flinch. Lan Wangji shifted his gaze from 
looking beseechingly at Wei Wuxian to looking somewhere over Wei Wuxian’s left shoulder, 
his face cold and unreadable. 


Evidently Lan Wangji was fine with his brother apologizing, but when Wen Qing called them 
out on what happened, it pissed him off. 


“Yes. We have already begun looking into both the circumstances of your employment 
termination, as well as how the sword from the XuanWu cave ended up in civillian hands,” 
Lan Xichen said grimly, sending another concerned glance at his brother. 


“They might be related,” Wen Qing said, causing all eyes to turn sharply to her. “Wei Wuxian 
told me that he had reported other artifacts missing from the official inventory on a case he 
had worked shortly before he was fired.” 


Lan Xichen frowned. “I have never heard of such an incident before. I will ask Uncle, but he 
would likely have mentioned it to me. The proper storage and containment of artifacts is one 
of the most sacred duties of our organization, for obvious reasons.” Lan Xichen turned to 
Wei Wuxian. “Mayor Yi has asked that we relocate the artifact to somewhere outside of the 
city. Given that our sect was the one responsible for the incident in the first place, I believe 
we should take it to Cloud Recesses. Any further damage it inflicts will not be on innocent 
parties.” 


Wei Wuxian gave a soft snort. “If you have someone stealing dangerous artifacts from your 
secure storage, I would think Cloud Recesses would be the /ast place we should take it. 
Besides, right now, the only thing keeping this sword contained is the suppression seals I 
inscribed on the qiankun pouch. The sealing mechanism requires physical contact with me, 
and I have zero intention of ever setting foot in Cloud Recesses again.” 


Lan Wangji’s lips tightened, but he said nothing. Lan Xichen breathed out in what on anyone 
else would have been a sigh. 


“I can understand your reluctance to come with us, given your past mistreatment. But you are 
a small operation, and are not likely to have the research facilities nor the back-up support to 
deal with something like this sword,” Lan Xichen said. 


Wei Wuxian felt his temper flare. “How would the esteemed Twin Jades of Lan have any 
knowledge whatsoever about my facilities? Of the three of us, which one was able to subdue 
the sword?” 


Lan Xichen inclined his head, his calm demeanor not wavering in the slightest in the face of 
Wei Wuxian’s anger. “I meant no disrespect. I am merely trying to prevent further death or 
injury due to negligence on the part of my organization. It was our responsibility to seal, 
suppress, or destroy the sword. We failed to do so, and it cost many lives. It is a duty we must 
see through. I admit your skill in this area, and would be grateful for your collaboration. But I 
cannot in good conscience simply pass the burden of my sect onto someone else.” 


Wei Wuxian looked over to Lan Wangji, but the man was still standing impassively, looking 
past Wei Wuxian as though he did not exist. Internally, Wei Wuxian scoffed. Whatever Wen 
Qing thought she saw in Lan Wangji - she was clearly mistaken. Wei Wuxian was making a 
point of actually looking at Lan Wangji this time, and the man would not even glance his 
way. 


“I don’t work with the Lan,” Wei Wuxian said, still looking at Lan Wangji. 


The man didn’t even flinch, his face as expressionless as though it was truly carved from the 
jade he was named for. Wei Wuxian felt his resolve harden. It wasn’t as though he had been 
trying to hurt Lan Wangji with his refusal to work with them. But he had briefly wondered if 
- somehow - the man cared, at least a little, that circumstances had conspired to keep them 
apart. 


Some small part of him had always wondered what would have happened if he’d seen Lan 
Wangji after the XuanWu. He’d wondered if Lan Wangji’s feelings had been irrevocably 
tangled in him the way Wei Wuxian’s were with his. 


But now he knew the answer to that idle daydream. 


Lan Wangji had always either ignored him or been irritated with him back in Cloud Recesses 
Cultivation. Wei Wuxian had tried so hard to be his friend, to get his attention, and been 
rebuffed at every turn. What had happened in the cave had been, for Lan Wangji, a 
momentary lapse in judgement or an instinctive reaction to nearly dying. It was not that 
uncommon, from the stories that he heard from other cultivators. 


Wei Wuxian needed to close the door on the past and get the fuck over it. Lan Wangji wasn’t 
a monster who regretted his ill-thought-through tryst with Wei Wuxian on the floor of the 
cave and had his company deny him medical treatment (a thought that had crossed Wei 
Wuxian’s mind on particularly bad nights, often with the help of a few bottles of baiju). But 
he also wasn’t someone who felt the need to have any sort of interaction with Wei Wuxian 
now that they were no longer colleagues. 


He drew a steadying breath. 


None of this bullshit actually mattered, anyway. They just had to decide who was going to 
deal with the sword, then go their separate ways. While the Lan could claim provenance, the 
reality was that - when it came to cultivation artifacts - possession was nine tenths of the law. 


“Right now, the sword is only contained by the sigils drawn with my blood, while in contact 
with my body,” Wei Wuxian reiterated. “Unless you want me to just release it for you to take 
over, it seems pretty clear which one of us is leaving town with the sword.” 


Lan Xichen seemed nonplussed as to how to respond to Wei Wuxian’s bluntness on the issue. 


Lan Wangji finally stopped staring at whatever was so fucking fascinating over Wei Wuxian’s 
left shoulder and looked him dead in the eye. 


“Release it.” 
What. 


“Wangji?” Lan Xichen said, glancing from the sealed pouch to Lan Wangji. Even with the 
layered seals, there was no way that cultivators as powerful as the Twin Jades could not feel 


the strength of what was sealed inside the bag. “The sword killed six of our disciples as well 
as a large number of civilians. To release it in town full of innocents would be irresponsible.” 


“The sword did not attack me. But we can travel to an area outside of town for Wei Ying to 
release it then if that is preferable.” 


Lan Wangji was speaking to his brother, but his eyes never left Wei Wuxian’s. 


Lan Zhan 5 actually fucking calling my bluff, Wei Wuxian thought, catching his lower lip in 
his teeth as he considered it. He had not expected this at all. Lan Wangji was usually someone 
who thought through every contingency before acting. This was honestly a move more suited 
to Wei Wuxian than Lan Wangji. 


He had to sort of admire the man for the utter brass balls nature of it. 


Lan Wangji might be able to handle the sword. It had been years since they had worked 
together, so there was no telling how far the Lan’s talisman and cultivation techniques had 
evolved. Possibly, they now knew how to deal with resentful, sentient swords. But the 
Second Jade’s spiritual pathways hadn’t been gouged out by a qi toxin to make them able to 
safely handle the flood of yin energy that the sword would dump into him. 


“Tt will damage your core,” Wei Wuxian said, probing to see how far Lan Wangj would push 
it, or whether Lan Xichen would pull rank and intervene. The elder Lan was notoriously 
protective of his younger brother but - for the moment - he seemed to have ceded authority to 
Lan Wangji on this.. 


Lan Wangji didn’t blink. Whatever game of Crazy Cultivator Chicken they were playing, Lan 
Wangji was all in. 


“Wei Ying’s core was damaged in the past. He should not be put at risk again. I will take the 
sword.” 


Wei Wuxian felt sweat prickle on his palms. The thing was, a lot of people talked shit. Lan 
Wangji was not one of them. There was not a word that left that man’s mouth that he could 
not fully back. 


“Take the sword and do what ? Do you even know how to contain something like this?” Wei 
Wuxian snapped, starting to feel cornered. 


Why was Lan Wangji doing this? Why was he throwing down so hard? If it was just a dick 
measuring contest, then that was just stupid. (He refused to let his mind think about Lan 
Wangji’s dick). 


Lan Wangji’s jaw clenched in the way it only did when he was really digging in. Fuck. Wei 
Wuxian knew what the man was going to say before the words left his mouth. 


“T will take the sword,” Lan Wangji repeated firmly, looking at him steadily. 


Wei Wuxian tore his gaze away to look at Lan Xichen, hoping there was at least one Jade in 
the room with an ounce of sense and self-preservation. Lan Xichen was watching his brother, 


then turned to face Wei Wuxian with his usual mask of calm pleasantness settled across his 
features. 


“If you are going to release the sword, I would request that you do so at Cloud Recesses 
Research Facility. Our containment unit would have the best chance of... providing us 
options while we study the object, as well as medical assistance to Wangji, should he require 
it.” 


Wei Wuxian did not quite manage to hide his flinch at Lan Xichen’s last statement. He had a 
lot of complicated feelings about Lan Wangji, but the thought of the Second Jade’s pristine 
meridians being basically fisted by the resentful energy of the sword that would shove its way 
inside him made Wei Wuxian feel slightly nauseous. 


He turned in desperation to Wen Qing, who - if all else failed - usually at least had a needle 
ready to make her point. He found her watching him with an expression that usually did not 
bode well for him later, but that was something Future Wei Ying would deal with. 


“A containment unit with research archives attached would be a lot safer than taking this 
home and studying it there,” Wen Qing said. Traitor. “However. Given that we still do not 
fully understand how Wei Wuxian ended up nearly dying following his last mission with the 
Lan, and we also do not know how the sword came to be in the hands of a civilian, I would 
suggest that we wait until at least some of that is understood before Wei Wuxian sets foot in 
any Cloud Recesses Cultivation facility.” 


Wei Wuxian took back every bad thing he had been thinking about Wen Qing. She was a 
goddess amongst men. 


Lan Wangji stilled, finally looking somewhere other than directly into Wei Wuxian’s soul. 
“You believe Wei Ying is in danger?” Lan Wangji asked. 


Wen Qing shrugged. “I don’t know. But if you’re telling the truth that you didn’t know that 
Wei Wuxian had been fired without notice and subsequently denied medical care which 
almost cost him his life, then I’m not willing to risk it. You saw the condition he was in when 
he returned from collecting the sword. If he’s going to investigate it, it’s likely he will do 
something equally reckless and end up in a similar state at some point. I don’t want him to be 
in a place where his safety and treatment is uncertain.” 


Lan Wangji looked at her for a moment, then exchanged a long glance with his brother before 
giving a slight nod. 


“Then I will go with Wei Ying.” 


“ What ?” Wei Wuxian asked. Somehow, despite being the only person in the room with the 
power and skills to actually contain the sword they were all fighting about, he had lost 
complete control of this situation. 


Lan Wangji returned his implacable gaze to Wei Wuxian. 


“The sword is filled with resentful energy. I can play Cleansing and channel qi for Wei Ying. 
Once the investigation into your termination and the sword’s handling is complete, we can 
return to the Cloud Recesses Research facility if the sword is not fully suppressed.” 


Lan Xichen nodded, and Wei Wuxian felt the trap closing in on him. “This will be the best 
both for Wei Wuxian’s safety as well as the safety of the sword. The two people who the 
sword appears to be relatively stable with are Wangji and Wei Wuxian. While I hope your 
concerns about our facility turn out to be unnecessary, I can understand and respect your 
caution. I will return to Cloud Recesses to oversee the investigation. Wangji will go with Wei 
Wuxian to ensure that no further tragedy arises from the Lan’s mistake in properly containing 
the sword in the first place.” 


Wei Wuxian bit out a curse. If Lan Xichen and Lan Wangji had decided that their family and 
organization’s honor and reputation hinged on ensuring that no further incident arose from 
the sword that they had allowed into the civilian population, then there would be no 
dissuading them. 


One of the brothers would have to accompany him. As if reading his thoughts, Lan Wangji 
spoke. 


“If Wei Ying would prefer XiongZhang to accompany him, then I can oversee the 
investigation.” 


Wei Wuxian grimaced. It honestly probably would be easier for him to work with Lan 
Xichen. They didn’t have the history that he had with Lan Wangji. But - if he had to work 
with a Lan - there was no other member of that sect that he trusted like he did Lan Zhan. 


“It’s whatever. Lan Zhan and I already know how to work together. But just remember the 
NDA you signed. And I don’t work for the Lan anymore, so don’t expect me to follow all of 
your rules this time.” 


Lan Wangji looked at him for a long moment, then nodded. 


Wei Wuxian sighed, already regretting his life choices. Now he was going to have Lan 
Wangji in his workshop, in his home . The thought of working in close quarters with Lan 
Wangji was already making his skin feel too tight. He really hoped the sword would prove 
less challenging than it currently seemed, but his luck had never worked that way in the past, 
so he sincerely doubted it would start now. 


“Then it’s settled. I will inform Uncle of the plan,” Lan Xichen said, his expression as he 
looked at Lan Wangji was complicated, and clearly seemed to be communicating a lot more 
than the sparse words themselves did. Lan Wangji’s ears flushed pink, but he merely inclined 
his head in agreement. 


“We'll pack and be ready to leave within the hour,” Wen Qing said when it became clear Wei 
Wuxian was not going to say anything useful. 


The Twin Jades bowed and took their leave, leaving Wei Wuxian nothing to do but get 
packed. He tried to wrap his head around the fact that he wold be spending the next who- 


knew-how-long working in close contact with the one person he had spent the last six years 
scrupulously avoiding. 


Wen Ning placed a comforting hand on Wei Wuxian’s shoulder. But in the end, there was 
nothing to be done except go pack. 


To be continued... 


Heading to Yiling 
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finally found someone to take on the extra job I've been covering for the past 3 months, so 
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Thank you for sticking with the story! We are now starting to enter more of the 
lust/ust/pining arc. Chapter length is an estimate, depending on how long we want these boys 
to pine and lust from afar. 


Lan Wangji followed his brother back to their hotel room. They had already had breakfast 
and packed before going to see Wei Ying, and now had an hour or so to wait before he would 
be able to see Wei Ying again while the other group packed their things and readied to leave. 


He felt the adrenaline still thrumming through his system from his confrontation over the 
XuanWu sword earlier. He had been fairly sure that Wei Ying would not take the risk of 
endangering civilians by releasing the sigils that bound the sword, but it had still been a 
gamble. He was not a man used to taking such chances, and found the experience not one he 
would care to repeat. 


Even so, he did not regret it. 


Lan Wangji was not going to have the mistakes of the Lan sect fall on Wei Ying ever again, 
as long as he still had breath in his body. He would do his best to not make Wei Ying 
uncomfortable with his presence, but he had been physically unable to let Wei Ying go off 
alone, still recovering from whatever he’d done in the Mo village, to deal with a dangerous 
artifact that the Lan had unleashed on the civilian world. 


“Wangji,” Lan Xichen said as they walked to their rooms, closing the door behind them. 
“Please be careful in dealing with the sword.” 


Lan Wangji gave his brother a steady look, showing no remorse for his earlier actions. 


“You challenged him to open the pouch and release it in the middle of a populated area, when 
you do not know how to contain it on your own,” Lan Xichen said. 


Lan Wangji felt his ears heat. “Wei Ying would not risk civilians. But the burden should not 
be his to bear. Just because he found a way when we could not does not shift the 
responsibility to him.” 


The Lan sect had many rules on taking accountability for one's own actions. As reckless as 
his challenge might have seemed, the precepts were clear on that point. Lan Xichen pressed 
his lips together, searching for words. 


“We will take responsibility. But, Wangji, we must also be pragmatic. I know you feel some 
guilt regarding Wei Wuxian. But he was the one able to subdue the sword when you and I 
could not. Do not protect him at the expense of yourself or others.” 


Lan Wangji felt his temper flare, hot and sharp. Lan Xichen’s eyes widened, and he continued 
quickly. 


“I do not mean to put him at unnecessary risk or use him as a shield. I merely mean to allow 
him to do his job, and to trust in the skills he has that we do not. Just as you would ask him to 
trust in your skills, in an area where he was lacking. You must be able to treat him as you 
would any other cultivator, Wangyji. He will not appreciate it if you act as though he is 
incapable, or if you put innocents at risk rather than trust in his abilities.” 


His brother’s words made sense, but he could not force himself to nod in agreement. . He 
knew Wei Ying was always putting his safety before that of others. It was part of what had 
drawn Lan Wangji to him in the first place. But Wei Ying also often crossed the line between 
‘selfless’ and ‘reckless’. Lan Wangji could not countenance Wei Ying getting hurt again due 
to a mistake by his sect. Wei Ying was not just any other cultivator. And the skills he now 
possessed had come at great expense to his health and safety. Who were the Lan to now take 
advantage of them for their own gain? 


Lan Xichen sighed. 


“Please at least consider my words. Wei Wuxian might be angry with us, but he does not 
strike me as someone who would appreciate an unneeded sacrifice.” 


Lan Wangji acknowledged that this, at least, was likely true. He was able to give a slight 
inclination of his head to his brother. 


Lan Xichen sat down on the hotel room sofa and opened his laptop from the coffee table. All 
of the rest of their belongings were already packed neatly away into qiankun pouches. 


“Let’s see if the archivists have been able to retrieve the records regarding the XuanWu of 
Slaughter’s sword or Wei Wuxian’s employment records,” Lan Xichen said. 


“Mn,” Lan Wangji agreed, sitting next to his brother and stilling the feeling of impatience as 
he waited for the secure portal to load. 


There was an email from their systems operator that the emails and records pertaining to Wei 
Wuxian had been recovered. Lan Xichen clicked the link and brought up the full record. It 
began with Wei Wuxian’s initial employment details and the interview screening. He had 
exceeded the maximum scores on all of the assessments, but received low scores on ‘fit’ from 
everyone who interviewed him. Still, he had been offered the internship, and placed on 
challenging cases almost from the very beginning due to his unusual skill. 


In the casework portion of his casework file, there were numerous reports of his night hunts 
being remarkably successful if not always following protocol. They skimmed through the 
entire file, but there was no report attached of the hunt involving the XuanWu of Slaughter. 


Even if Wei Ying had not submitted his own version of the report, Lan Wangji’s should still 
have been attached to his file, as both had been staffed on the hunt. 


Lan Wangji exchanged a look with his brother, both of them noting the absence. Lan Xichen 
began scrolling through the restricted access portion of Wei Wuxian’s personnel file. There 
were a few injuries, mostly minor, but numerous reports of policy violations. Most of them 
signed by Lan Wangji, who had been the Cultivation Compliance Officer in charge of new 
hires and interns at the time. 


Lan Xichen shot him a sideways glance, and continued to scroll. 


“Wangji...,” Lan Xichen said after several more pages of scrolling. “Did you have time to do 
anything other than follow Wei Wuxian around and document his actions?” 


Lan Wangji felt his ears heat as report after report with his signature flashed across the 
screen. He had, perhaps, not realized that there were so many reports he had written about 
Wei Ying. 


“I was the Compliance officer,” Lan Wangji replied tersely. 


“Mn,” Lan Xichen said, an unforgivable smirk appearing on his face. “You wrote him up for 
wearing too few layers on a night hunt after being covered in Yao viscera and changing into 
civilian attire?” 


Lan Wangji clenched his jaw. Wei Ying had been wearing only shorts and a tee-shirt. It had 
been a professional trip. It had been... distracting. 


“You know that most people don’t flirt by giving citations of minor rule violations to the 
person they are interested in, right?” Lan Xichen persisted, openly laughing at him, even if it 
was only with his eyes. 


“ Ge ,” Lan Wangji said repressively, which only served to amuse Lan Xichen more. 


His brother wasn’t... wrong. Lan Wangji’s attention had been fixated on Wei Wuxian like a 
metal filing drawn to a magnet ever since they first met. No matter what Lan Wangji had 
been doing at any given moment, the instant Wei Wuxian entered the room, he couldn’t help 
but notice every detail of him. 


All of Lan Wangji’s life, up until that point, he had been taught and believed that discipline 
was the root of cultivation power. There had been more than sufficient empirical evidence to 
back that belief up. He and his brother had been significantly superior cultivators relative to 
anyone the Jin had to offer, and that sect was notorious for its lack of discipline, restraint, or 
really morals of any kind. The Jiang were not as corrupt, but were said to have no rules 
except something flippant about attempting the impossible. And all of the Jiang cultivators 
Lan Wangji had met before Wei Ying had been better than the Jin, but nothing really 
noteworthy. Nothing on the level of Lan Wangji or his brother. The Nie had more discipline, 
and Nie Mingjue’s cultivation prowess only further entrenched Lan Wangji’s belief in the 
necessity of discipline for cultivation excellence. 


Then he had met Wei Ying. 


Wei Ying had been utterly without discipline. He was chaos in motion, but so blazingly 
brilliant and talented it had caused Lan Wangji’s entire belief system to be upended. 


So he had tried to make sense of it. Tried to force Wei Ying to stop being a square peg and fit 
into the round hole he was supposed to. He had tried to mould him to comply with the Lan 
rules and discipline and philosophy. Wei Ying had only seemed to take it as a challenge to 
break even more rules. 


He had never meant to get him fired. 


“All right, all right. P1 stop,” Lan Xichen said, though the smile faded from his lips as he 
neared the end of the disciplinary file. 


Lan Wangji felt his stomach sink as he saw the email exchange that his brother was reading. 
One of the junior members of the HR staff at the time, Su She, had sent an email to Lan 
Qiren about Wei Wuxian’s disciplinary record, and the number of Category 3 citations he had 
received. There was a rule that if an employee had more than a certain number of such 
violations recorded in their file, they were to be suspended and reviewed for termination or 
retraining. 


“Wei Ying’s violations were not in the category that would count towards that total,” Lan 
Wangji said, frowning. 


Lan Xichen clicked over to another part of the file. “They were reclassified to a higher level 
of severity from your original reports. Many were marked up and recorded as ‘moderate to 
serious’. It was done retroactively, based on the timestamps of the files IT recovered.” 


Lan Wangji felt his stomach tense. If the files had been in the normal system view, the 
timestamp of when it was last edited and by whom would not be visible. The only reason 
they could tell who had accessed them was because they had been recovered from a backup 
and showed the activity in a system log rather than the normal file view. 


Had Wei Ying been told he had been fired due to Lan Wangji’s complaints against him? He 
must have. He must have thought Lan Wangji had intentionally tried to get him fired. 


There was also no notification of Lan Wangji’s own disciplinary report, which he had 
submitted on himself, with the rating of severe, the highest possible level, one that often 
resulted in termination or at least serious disciplinary measures. 


Since night hunt reports were viewable by other cultivators, he had not placed his improper 
actions into the report. Even if he deserved whatever judgement he would face, Wei Ying did 
not deserve to have his privacy violated in such a way. So Lan Wangji had written a full 
report of his actions in taking advantage of Wei Ying while he was under the influence of an 
unknown toxin, and had submitted it directly to his uncle for discipline. 


He had lost his position as Cultivation Compliance Officer, and been banned from interacting 
with interns for that same period and told never to contact Wei Wuxian again. If they had 


ended up on a night hunt together, there would be an accomodation made, but Lan Wangji 
was not allowed to initiate any sort of contact outside of a case that required him to do so. 
Lan Wangji had also requested physical punishment for his actions, which his uncle had 
reluctantly agreed to. By the time he had recovered from his punishment, Wei Ying was 
gone. 


It was possible that his uncle had not entered it into the records, and he kept it a matter within 
the family. It was technically allowed, but Lan Wangji had wanted to face the full 
consequences of his actions, as long as they did not cause additional issues or embarrassment 
for Wei Ying. 


“Who changed the records?” Lan Wangji asked as Lan Xichen moved over to another log. 


“Su She,” Lan Xichen replied, sounding grim. “His email to Uncle made it seem like Wei 
Wuxian’s personnel file had automatically triggered the disciplinary action. But he was the 
one who set it in motion.” 


Lan Wangji felt anger bubble inside him. Su She had always been a lackluster cultivator. It 
was why he had been relegated to an entry-level position in HR and never progressed. He 
was too unskilled to be useful in the field, he was not intelligent enough for research, and 
most people found him unpleasant to be around, so his career in HR had not taken off. 


“He stated he had informed Wei Ying of the automatic suspension,” Lan Wangji said tightly. 


Lan Xichen’s lips were pressed in a thin line as he searched through the log of Wei Wuxian’s 
emails from his work account in the last three months of his employment. There were no 
emails from HR at all regarding either his disciplinary record nor the suspension. Only 
staffing opportunities, reminders to submit his overdue paperwork, and replies to his 
enquiries about a few missing items from the inventory. Notice of automatic suspensions was 
required protocol, allowing the cultivator time to present their case to administration. Wei 
Ying had not been given that chance. 


“He was never notified,” Lan Wangji said, his voice sounding strange to his own ears. “Su 
She lied. Wei Ying nearly died.” 


“Wangji,” Lan Xichen said, laying a hand on Lan Wangji’s arm that he realized had moved to 
grip his sword. “I will handle this. You will stay with Wei Wuxian and help him with his 
research on the sword. I will return to Cloud Recesses and deal with the situation.” 


Lan Wangji was torn. He very much wanted to stay with Wei Ying and make sure nothing 
further happened to him. The sword was not fully contained, and Wei Ying had been rendered 
unconscious by it once already, with many other skilled cultivators dead. Lan Wangji wanted 
to be able to see with his own eyes that Wei Wuxian was ok, and protect him and heal him if 
he could. 


But. 


He also really wanted to run his sword through Su She, metaphorically. 


And also literally. 


His hand flexed around the cool, smooth hilt of Bichen. He trusted his brother, but Lan 
Xichen was kind. Su She did not deserve kindness. 


“Please trust me, Wangji,” Lan Xichen pleaded, as if reading his brother’s thoughts. 


“Su She must face discipline. According to the sect rules, not civilian laws,” Lan Wangji 
stated. 


He would not bend on this. Lan Xichen tensed. The sect rules were old, established in a 
period of time where extreme physical punishment and even outright torture and execution 
were accepted. Those punishments were seldom deployed in modern cultivation, except for 
extreme cases. But the civilian authorities did not interfere with cultivator operations, as long 
as they stayed within cultivator ranks and didn’t drag civilians into it. And every member of 
each sect had to sign their code of conduct, agreeing to those terms. 


Both Lan Wangji and Lan Xichen had studied enough of their family’s history to know that 
even the most lenient punishment Su She would face according to the old sect rules would 
be... significant. 


“Either you enforce it, or I will return with you and enforce it myself,” Lan Wangji said. 


Lan Xichen studied him for a moment, then nodded. “I will discuss it with Uncle. But I will 
state your case.” 


Lan Wangji held his brother’s gaze for a long moment before agreeing. His Uncle was a 
stickler for rules, especially when the violation was so clearly deliberate and with malice. Su 
She was also the HR representative that the hospital had spoken with when Wei Ying’s 
insurance was initially declined. He knew that Wei Ying was terminated for false cause, and 
still withheld medical care. 


“It was not a simple mistake,” Lan Wangji said, wanting to ensure that Lan Xichen 
understood. 


Lan Xichen sighed, but agreed. “No. It does not appear it was a simple mistake.” 


Lan Xichen got to the final set of records, pausing at the payroll screen. “Wei Wuxian was 
not given hazard pay for the XuanWu.” 


Lan Wangji glared at the screen. “Uncle must be informed immediately.” 


The hazard pay for a legendary monster is more than three times the annual salary of even an 
experienced cultivator. For someone like Wei Ying, it would have been--if not life changing-- 
-then at least game changing to have that kind of payout. Instead, he had been thrown out of 
the hospital and charged a civilian rescue fee , something that was only ever deployed when a 
civilian was actively obstructing a cultivation team’s efforts or had caused the entire situation 
intentionally themselves. It was rarely used. For it to have been deployed for Wei Wuxian 
after Wei Wuxian had been pivotal in taking the creature out was... 


Lan Wangji drew a steadying breath. 
He had never felt so angry in his entire life. 


“Wei Wuxian’s restraint when he saw us again was admirable, given what our organization 
did to him,” Lan Xichen said, grimly. 


Lan Wangji could not speak, but knew his rage and agreement was likely clear to his brother 
in every line of his body. 


“The report about the sword is not ready. They are having trouble finding the files. It looks 
like the sword was never entered into the system in the first place,” Lan Xichen said. 


“The other artifacts,” Lan Wangji managed. It was the only thing that made sense. “The 
disciplinary records were adjusted after Wei Ying’s inquiry into the missing items.” 


It was the only thing that made sense. Someone was removing items that the Lan sect had 
recovered from night hunts. Wei Ying had noticed, and became a target. 


“T will track them down. Wei Wuxian included drawings of them. He is a skilled artist. Even 
if the records were destroyed, we will find them,” Lan Xichen assured him. 


Lan Wangji could do nothing but trust his brother. 


Lan Xichen’s phone chimed, with Wen Qing letting them know they were packed and 
heading down to the lobby to check out. 


Lan Wangji scanned the lobby, his eyes searching for Wei Ying without his permission. When 
he had last seen him, Wei Ying looked as though he had just woken up, and was still 
somewhat pale. Wen Ning was at the front desk, presumably checking them out of their 
rooms. Lan Wangji forced himself not to react to the sight of the man paying for the room 
Wei Ying stayed in. 


Lan Xichen walked up to the other agent and checked out of their room while Lan Wangji 
continued to search for Wei Ying. A flash of red outside the large glass doors of the hotel 
entryway drew his attention, and he found himself walking towards the exit and stepping 
outside. 


He felt his entire body freeze at the sight of Wei Ying’s head thrown back in laughter at 
something an elderly woman was saying to him. She tried to press something into his hands, 
likely money by the way she tried to slip it into his palm, but Wei Wuxian gently took her 
hands and held them without taking what was inside. His smile had softened into a kind, self- 
effacing curve as he spoke gently to the old woman. 


He had forgotten just how it felt to be in Wei Ying’s presence, to see him move and laugh and 
smile. It was overwhelming. The mid-morning sunlight seemed to make his golden skin 
glow, outlining every detail of the fluid, rapid motion of his body as he gestured to the small 
group of people gathered around him. From what Lan Wangji could gather, word had spread 


that the threat that had decimated Mo Village had been taken care of, and people had come to 
catch sight of the cultivators who had helped. Wei Ying was trying to reassure them that they 
were safe while deflecting any praise directed his way, looking slightly flustered by their 
attention. 


Lan Wangji found it impossible to look away, just as it had been 6 years ago. 


“Wangyji,” Lan Xichen said quietly, coming to stand beside him, following his gaze to Wei 
Wuxian. 


Wei Ying either heard Lan Xichen’s words, or felt their gaze, because his eyes snapped up 
and locked on Lan Wangji, his entire body going still as their eyes met. 


Guilt flooded through Lan Wangji. What right did he have to stand and watch Wei Ying? His 
family’s company had nearly killed him, intentionally. Lan Wangji himself had taken 
advantage of him when he was vulnerable and gravely injured. He forced himself to turn to 
his brother, bracing for the pity he knew would be there. 


“Wangyji,” Lan Xichen repeated. “After you went to sleep, I reread the paper that Wen daifu 
wrote about the poison Wei Wuxian had been afflicted with. It doesn’t say anything about 
decreased cognitive functioning. It does not cloud the mind like alcohol or other poisons 
sometimes do. You never had the chance to speak with Wei Wuxian after the incident.” 


Lan Wangji felt his stomach tense. “No. He was severely injured and believed he was dying. 
Almost died. He lost consciousness while...,” Lan Wangji pressed his lips together, fighting 
the memory of how overwhelmingly amazing it had felt to have Wei Ying in his arms, 
moving beneath him, tight around him. Until it became terrifying, when Wei Ying did not 
respond and could not be woken up. 


“You were also injured, though less severely. And also thought you might die in that cave. 
You have been punishing yourself for something that might not be the way you think it was.” 


“ No ,” Lan Wangji repeated with more force. 


Lan Xichen sighed, but did not press it further. Wei Ying was approaching them, and both 
were aware this was not a conversation to have in front of others. 


Lan Xichen took the car they had come in to drive back to Cloud Recesses. Wei Ying and the 
Wen siblings had rented a car locally, but taken the high speed train from Yiling due to the 
distance. They hadn’t purchased return tickets, because they weren’t sure what the situation 
would be. 


They went to the station and purchased their tickets there, but the trains were mostly full, 
which meant they did not get seats next to each other. 


Lan Wangji stood back as Wen Qing, Wen Ning and Wei Wuxian boarded the train, then 
followed them on. Wei Ying was wearing civilian clothing: tight black jeans, black work 


boots, and a form-fitting tee-shirt, which Lan Wangji was rapidly realizing was the man’s 
work attire. It was a sharp contrast to his own uniform: a pristine white, flowing hanfu. 


Wear clothing befitting your occupation. Do not be messy or casual with your attire. 


Still, even wearing regular clothing, there was no mistaking the fluid, panther-like grace of 
Wei Ying’s movements. Anyone with any amount of training would recognize him as a 
highly trained cultivator, no matter what he wore. Lan Wangji found his eyes following his 
movements, lingering without his permission on Wei Ying’s waist where it tapered from the 
span of his shoulders to a narrow V, just above the flare of his hips. The feel of that specific 
curve of flesh against the palms of his hands while he gripped tightly was seared into Lan 
Wangij’s memory in a way that had his hands clenching into tight fists to help them from 
reaching out and touching again without permission. 


He jerked his eyes away, only to find Wen Qing looking over her shoulder at him, her eyes 
knowing. Lan Wangji felt his ears heat, and he looked away, pretending to scan the train for 
open seats. 


He had never been interested in anyone physically or romantically before Wei Ying. After 
Wei Ying had left, he had been tightly on guard against his own desires, having been taken by 
surprise by the force of them before. But his vigilance had been unnecessary. He had not felt 
even the slightest bit of attraction for anyone else. It was only Wei YIng. 


But as overwhelming as it had been to watch Wei Ying before, it was a thousand times worse 
now. Instead of vague, hypothetical notions of what it might be like to touch Wei Ying’s 
skin, or taste Wei Ying’s mouth, Lan Wangji now possessed carnal knowledge of the reality 
of those things. It made the pull he felt from the man so much stronger as the latent desire 
that had seemed to fade to nonexistence over the past 6 years roared back to life. 


Lan Wangji was rapidly second guessing his decision to come with Wei Ying, except being 
away from him would be even more impossible. 


Not now that he’d seen him again, and knew Wei Ying was in danger. 


Wei Ying slid into his seat next to an elderly woman who had been reading a book that Lan 
Wangji recognized as a collection of Li Bai’s poems. Wei Ying threw a small wave in Lan 
Wangji’s direction. 


“See you in a few hours, Lan Zhan!” 


Lan Wangji gave a slight nod in response, hoping his earlier thoughts did not show on his 
face. The woman, like many others who had been seated on the train when they boarded, had 
been watching them approach. She turned and watched as Lan Wangji took his seat, a few 
rows down. 


He pulled out his phone, planning on reading through whatever archives he could about their 
artifact storage, when he saw the woman gathering her things from her seat, then approached 
him. 


“Would you like to trade seats with me, dear? It’s a long journey to be separated from your 
partner, and I’m happy to exchange places,” she said, with a twinkle in her eye that told Lan 
Wangji she was very much mistaking the nature of the relationship between him and Wei 
Ying. 


“Auntie, you don’t need to move,” Wei Wuxian said, coming over to her as the speakers 
announced the train would be departing momentarily and all passengers needed to be in their 
seats. 


“Nonsense,” she said brusquely, making shooing motions with her hand for Lan Wangji to 
stand so she could take the seat. “I am just going to be sitting here reading my old poems. I’m 
sure you young people have things to actually talk about together.” 


Lan Wangji stood, more on reflex of obeying his elders than anything else, and Wei Ying 
looked helplessly as the elderly woman sat in what had been Lan Wangji’s seat. The train 
doors had closed and the train began to pull away from the station. Standing in the aisles was 
no longer permitted. 


As much as Wei Ying had looked full of energy earlier, there were still shadows under his 
eyes, as fatigue was setting in. In truth, it would be better if Wen Qing sat next to him to 
monitor him for the next six hours, but--absent that--Lan Wangji was the next best 
alternative. He might not be a medical cultivator, but he could at least give Wei Ying energy 
if he began to decline from whatever effects contact with the sword had caused. 


“Wei Ying,” Lan Wangji said, gesturing for him to return to his seat. 


Wei Ying gave the elderly woman a flustered smile, thanking her as Lan Wangji bowed and 
thanked her politely, both of which she waved off. They quickly took their seats, Wei Ying 
against the window, and Lan Wangji on the aisle. 


Wei Ying looked over at him, then quickly looked back towards the window. He seemed 
tense, as though he wasn’t sure what to say. Wen Qing was sitting on the other side of the car, 
one seat over from Wen Ning. Too far to hear any conversation that he might have with Wei 
Ying. 


“I apologize if I am making Wei Ying uncomfortable,” Lan Wangji said, wondering if he 
should go to another car to find an empty seat. As much as he wanted to be near Wei Wuxian 
to keep him safe, he did not want to cause him discomfort. 


“I - no!” Wei Wuxian said, looking surprised, then uncertain again. “I just... it’s been... a lot 
has happened in the past day.” 


Lan Wangji understood that much of what Wei Ying assumed had happened--that he had been 
intentionally hurt and fired with the full knowledge and backing of the whole of Cloud 
Recesses Cultivation, and through Lan Wangji’s direct actions--had been upended. But it 
didn’t change that these things had happened to Wei Ying, and he was entitled to his anger 
and distrust. Lan Wangji didn’t know if there would ever be a time when Wei Ying would be 
able to trust him enough to be colleagues again, much less friends or anything more. All Lan 


Wangyji could do was to be completely open with Wei Ying about the investigation. It was the 
least he owed him. 


“Wei Ying. Brother and I retrieved your full file from the Cloud Recesses Cultivation 
archives.” 


Wei Wuxian breathed out a short, slightly bitter laugh. “Yeah. Lots of disciplinary reports. 
I’m surprised Zewu Jun let you go with me after reading all that.” 


Lan Wangji felt a twinge of shame. He had not truly realized just how many reports he had 
filed. Wei Ying had always been doing something. And Lan Wangji had always been 
watching him. He hadn’t intentionally singled Wei Wuxian out to punish, it’s just that his 
attention had always been utterly focused on Wei Ying whenever he was nearby. 


“The reports that had been filed should not have gotten you suspended or terminated. They 
were all minor Level 1 infractions. Mostly,” Lan Wangji amended. There had been one time 
where Wei Ying had entered the forbidden section of the library without permission. But all 
the other report were things that--while violations--should never result in serious disciplinary 
action. 


“Ahaha, yeah, mostly . Except I still got fired for it, so I guess they weren’t so minor when 
they all piled up.” 


“No. Wei Ying. Someone modified my reports, elevating them to a higher category of 
infraction than the originals. You were suspended under false pretenses. The administrator 
was supposed to notify you and receive confirmation of your response. They did not. They 
were the same person the hospital spoke with regarding your health coverage.” 


Wei Wuxian blinked at him, shock etching his features. “Wow. I guess I really pissed 
someone off, huh? Do you know who it was?” 


Lan Wangji gave a short nod. It was against protocol to reveal information about 
investigations without a clear need. However, someone had basically tried to kill Wei Ying in 
the past, and it was not clear they wouldn’t try again. Wei Ying had the right to know. 


“Su She.” 
“Who?” Wei Wuxian asked, frowning slightly in confusion. 


“Su She. Substandard cultivator. Average student. Junior HR administrator. Generally 
unqualified.” 


Wei Ying’s expression shifted into one of delight at Lan Wangji’s description. “Lan Zhan! 
What ever happened to ‘ Do not judge others harshly’ ?” 


“ “Speak plainly and honestly,” Lan Wangji replied primly, further delighting Wei Wuxian, 
who laughed outright. 


His amusement faded as he considered the situation. “But why? I don’t remember ever 
interacting with him.” 


Lan Wangji knew that they had had several trainings and at least 3 night hunts together, but 
those were not likely the main reason for the man’s actions. 


“You noticed missing artifacts, and filed a report,” Lan Wangji said. 


Wei Wuxian paused, clearly thinking back to remember. “Yeah. Yeah, I did, but nothing ever 
came of it.” 


“Your report was deleted. And the modifications to your disciplinary record began shortly 
after.” 


“So... this Su She guy is, what? A smuggler? Just careless and trying to cover his ass?” 


“We do not know. Brother is investigating. Uncle has been informed. But he will face 
punishment for his actions.” 


“Yeah, holy shit. He got an entire village of civilians killed.” 


Lan Wangji blinked. He hadn't really been thinking about that, though--of course--Wei Ying 
was completely correct. All Lan Wangyji had been focused on was what had happened to Wei 
Ying. But Su She’s actions, and whoever else was behind the theft of the XuanWu sword 
from the Lan containment area, had directly led to the tragedy at Mo Village, including the 
death of 6 GusuLan cultivators. 


“We are investigating the missing artifacts. The fact that you included drawings in your 
reports will help us locate them if they have been sold to collectors. They were missing from 
our databases entirely.” 


Wei Wuxian considered that for a moment. “So they are being diverted before even getting 
logged into the system. I guess that’s the easiest way to remove them without someone 
noticing, but it’s dumb as fuck. They’re taking them before they’ve been fully processed, 
which means they have no idea what they’re stealing.” 


“Mn,” Lan Wangji agreed. “It is not a well thought-out plan.” 


Wei Ying nodded while he stifled a yawn. Lan Wangji noticed he was looking paler than he 
had been earlier in the day. 


“Wei Ying should sleep. We have hours before we reach Yiling.” 


Wei Ying made some half-hearted protests, but it wasn’t long before he was slumped against 
the window of the train, breathing softly through slightly parted lips. 


Lan Wangji watched him for several long moments, memorizing the delicate curve of his 
cheekbone and sharp cut of his jaw. His hair half tumbling out of the messy bun he’d 
haphazardly twisted it into. 


The position Wei Ying was sleeping did not look comfortable, and Lan Wangji had the 
inappropriate urge to bridal lift Wei Wuxian, pulling him into his lap so he could rest more 
comfortably, and Lan Wangji could feel his pulse, check his qi, and keep him safe. 


The train was over-airconditioned, and Lan Wangji could see goosebumps forming on Wei 
Ying’s bare arms. He reached into his giankun pouch and pulled out one of his soft cardigans, 
laying it over Wei YIng’s torso. Wei Ying curled into the warmth reflexively, his face 
pressing against the soft fabric as he breathed in deeply. 


He murmured something in his sleep that sounded almost like Lan Wangji’s name, though 
Lan Wangji wrote it off as his own wishful thinking. 


He forced himself to look away, keeping his hands safely in his own lap. He found Wen Qing 
watching him from across the train car. Her expression was assessing, but not condemning, 
which he hoped meant she was not able to read his thoughts. 


Lan Wangji closed his eyes, meditating on the Lan disciplines regarding self-restraint. He 
would need to maintain his discipline, and not burden Wei Wuxian with unwanted thoughts 
and desires. 


Lan Wangji was renowned for his restraint, having practiced it his entire life. All he needed 
to do was draw on those lessons now. His brother would be focused on finding out the truth, 
which meant it would not be long that Lan Wangji was needed to stay with Wei Ying. Surely 
he could manage a few days of temptation. 


To be continued... 


The feel of your eyes on me 


A/N - So... work is still crushing my soul, but this is the first weekend in 3 months that I 
haven't had to work! So I am hoping I am now going to be able to have a life again with time 
to daydream and write. Fingers crossed! Here is the next part of the story. The main drama 
will be this chapter and next chapter, in terms of the case. Nothing like cursed swords to 
make life exciting! Thanks to ZazGeek for beta'ing. 


Wei Wuxian’s dreams on the train to Yiling were restless, a twisting of reality and 
imagination. His mind was struggling to reconcile what he had believed to be the truth about 
the Lan (and Lan Wangji in particular) for the past six years and what the truth had been 
revealed to be. So many of his best and worst memories had been tied to that time, and he’d 
spent years locking them tightly away, only to have them forcibly resurfaced. The 
dreamscape of his subconscious careened wildly, blurring heady memories of Lan Wangji’s 
body--strong and beautiful--moving above him and within him. The scent of sandalwood rich 
and steadying around him, the qi that was not his own pouring into him, filling him with 
desire and longing that had long ago burrowed deep into his heart. These memories were 
juxtaposed with with distorted dream-images of Lan Wangji looking at him coldly, telling 
him he was not qualified to speak to him. The agony of the Xuanwu’s poison eating into his 
body while Wei Wuxian was thrown from the hospital for daring to touch the untouchable 
Second Jade, shattering him both physically and emotionally. 


He woke feeling disoriented, the motion of the train beneath him grounding him to where he 
was. He felt much warmer than he had been when he’d drifted off to sleep in the slightly 
uncomfortable seat, but the confusing nightmare images still lingered, making him not want 
to open his eyes and face his fellow train passengers (one in particular). The reality of the 
trauma he’d lived through and the beliefs he’d held for so long about what had landed him 
there were hard to rewire. He had spent so long believing that all he had thought he’d known 
at age nineteen about Lan Wangji being honorable, steadfast, and true had been a lie. 


It turned out the lie was something else entirely, and not of Lan Wangji’s making. Wei 
Wuxian had no idea what to do with that, or how to process it. 


He drew a deep, steadying breath, his mind latching on the soft, familiar scent of sandalwood 
that had pervaded his dreams was somehow still surrounding him. He opened his eyes to find 
Lan Wangji seated next to him, perfectly still with his eyes closed. His posture was too 
rigidly perfect for him to be sleeping, making it likely he had spent the entire journey 
meditating instead. The sandalwood scent was explained by the unfamiliar cream-colored 
cashmere cardigan that had been placed over Wei Wuxian and carefully tucked around him. 


Lan Wangji must have noticed him being cold, must have been looking at him while he slept 
in order to notice it, and cared enough about something as minor as Wei Wuxian feeling a 
little cold to do something about it. 


Wei Wuxian didn’t know how to feel about anything anymore. Especially not about Lan 
Zhan. He had been so completely enthralled with the Second Jade of Lan back when they’d 
first met. There had just been something about how steady and controlled and perfect he was 
that had instantly drawn the younger Wei Wuxian’s attention. That had made him want to get 
his attention, make him react, make him notice him. 


Then everything after the Xuanwu had happened, and Wei Wuxian had assumed Lan Wangji 
had just somehow managed to fool Wei Wuxian into thinking he was a better, more honorable 
person than he was. He’d forced himself to push away any of his lingering admiration and... 
anything else he had felt about Lan Wangji and wrapped himself in a comfortable cloak of 
righteous anger and derision towards all things Lan. 


What he’d learned over the past 24 hours had unraveled the very core of that fabric, leaving 
Wei Wuxian feeling exposed and unmoored when it came to his feelings about Lan Wangji. 


As he looked at the man now, he saw the same things he had seen in his youth. His strength. 
His honor. His steadfastness. Somehow, acknowledging these elements of Lan Wangji again 
felt like poking a bone-deep bruise that never seemed to heal. Because--in the end--Lan 
Wangji might not have done the terrible things Wei Wuxian had believed him to have done, 
but he also had never bothered to reach out to Wei Wuxian in six years. Wei Wuxian had had 
a reason for his silence. Lan Wangji must just not have wanted to continue their 
acquaintanceship. 


Lan Wangji opened his eyes, meeting Wei Wuxian’s gaze. Being the focus of Lan Wangji’s 
attention had always been so dangerously addicting. Wei Wuxian had forgotten how much 
power the Second Jade wielded with just a focused look. He wondered if Lan Wangji had 
watched him with the same intensity while he was sleeping, and had to shut the thought down 
before it caused a reaction that would be inappropriate on a public train. 


Inappropriate anywhere, actually. Lan Wangji was just an intense person. It didn't have 
anything to do specifically with Wei Wuxian, but somehow his brain kept getting its wires 
crossed on that point in the same way he had six years ago. He needed to get his shit together 
this time. 


“Thanks for the sweater,” Wei Wuxian said, his hands closing on the ridiculously soft fabric 
to pull it away and hand it back. 


“Please, keep it,” Lan Wangji said, raising a hand as though to grab Wei Wuxian’s wrists, but 
pulling back before actually touching him. 


It was a reminder of how much Lan Wangji disliked physical touch. 
“Wei Ying was cold, and we still have another hour before Yiling.” 


Wei Wuxian hesitated. As much as the sweater was keeping him warm, it was unlikely Lan 
Wangji was terribly happy about having Wei Wuxian messing up his stuff. He’d nearly glared 
a hole through one of the other apprentices back in Cloud Recesses when he’d dared to lay a 
hand on the sleeve of Lan Wangji’s robes. 


“It’s ok. Pll be fine. I don’t want to make your nice sweater all dirty and smelling like me.” 


Lan Wangji’s lips parted the tiniest bit as his gaze flickered down along Wei Wuxian’s torso 
where the cardigan was still wrapped around him. 


“I do not mind. Wei Ying was restless in his sleep.” 


Wei Wuxian grimaced, feeling slightly embarrassed at Lan Wangji seeing him having 
nightmares, like a child needing to be comforted with its blankie. 


“Yeah, I... guess the Xuanwu sword is bringing back memories I wasn’t really looking to 
have dredged back up again.” 


Lan Wangji dropped his gaze, his entire body stiffening in a way that seemed to pull him 
away from Wei Wuxian, even though he didn’t really move very much. On anyone else, it 
would be a miniscule reaction, but for Lan Wangji it was equivalent to jumping up and 
fleeing the room. 


“This one is sorry. It must be. Difficult. I can trade seats with Wen Daifu at the next stop.” 


Wei Wuxian realized that Lan Wangji likely thought he still blamed him for the actions of his 
family’s company. Given how Wei Wuxian had acted when they’d met at Mayor Li’s house, 
it was probably a reasonable assumption. He needed to correct it. 


“Look. I’m not...,” Wei Wuxian paused, searching for words while Lan Wangji looked 
studiously at a point in the far corner of the train car. “I don’t blame you. For what happened. 
You didn’t know what was going on.” 


Lan Wangji’s hands fisted in his lap. “Wei Ying never filed a complaint. About... what 
happened.” 


It sounded as though every word that came from Lan Wangji’s mouth was being pulled from 
his core. He realized that--for someone who had grown up always believing in the rules and 
reporting every violation no matter how small--Wei Wuxian’s own lack of response to having 
the Lan organization violate its own terms of employment so egregiously probably made no 
sense. 


“Lan Zhan, people took your reports and words as infallible. They cared what your opinion 
was, and knew you had the connections and resources to back up any action taken against 
you.” Wei Wuxian laughed hollowly. “I was the opposite of that. Who would believe me 
against the weight of GusuLan? It seemed at the time that the whole organization was aligned 
against me. Fighting back would have been a waste of time and strength, when I needed to be 
focused on recovering instead.” 


Lan Wangji looked pale and gutted. Wei Wuxian felt a flash of pity for the man. Lan Wangji 
had tried to be righteous, had believed in the rules and the system, and it had failed him. He 
didn’t carry scars from it the same way Wei Wuxian did, but it had to be hard to learn that 
something that had served as the foundation for all his beliefs and life’s work was not as solid 
and true as he thought it was. 


“Lan Zhan. You didn’t do anything wrong. It’s not your fault.” Wei Wuxian found the words 
came easier than he had thought they would, and he felt a weight lift from his chest. 


Lan Wangji might not have felt for Wei Wuxian what Wei Wuxian had felt for Lan Wangji, 
but the man had never wished him ill. Sure, Wei Wuxian would have been happier if Lan 
Wangji had sought him out after the cave, but just because someone didn’t like him back 
didn’t make them a bad person. Wei Wuxian had already known way before the Xuanwu that 
Lan Wangji didn’t like him that way... didn’t really even like him at all. It had been Wei 
Wuxian’s choice to make a move, assuming it wouldn’t really matter since they were going to 
die anyway. 


They hadn’t. 


It wasn’t Lan Wangji’s fault for not having it mean anything more than what Wei Wuxian had 
said it did at the time. Lan Wangji had never been anything but honest with him. Wei Wuxian 
was the one who had tried to take things that weren’t on offer. 


It had been easier, before, when his righteous anger at Lan Wangji and all things Lan gave 
him a rip cord for any residual feelings he might have had for the Second Jade. It had been 
relatively easy to let his anger at Lan Wangj1’s (alleged) past actions drown out anything else 
he had admired about the man. While Wei Wuxian was still angry about what had happened, 
he now knew it wasn’t Lan Wangji who had been responsible for it. 


Lan Wangji didn’t look particularly comforted by Wei Wuxian’s words. Unsure what more he 
could say on a train full of people, Wei Wuxian forced himself to turn and look out the 
window, where the countryside was racing past as they sped towards Yiling. 


Most people on the train were reading or sleeping. Wei Wuxian closed his eyes, though he 
didn’t really want to be alone in his head with his thoughts. Unfortunately, he realized he 
wasn’t actually alone in his head. 


He could hear the faint whispering of the sword, its resentment starting to breach the wards 
that Wei Wuxian had put on the qiankun pouch. It wasn’t words, exactly. More like a soft, 
dark pull sending tendrils out to Wei Wuxian’s thoughts, trying to get him to release the 
sword. 


His eyes snapped open, and he reached down to where the pouch hung at his waist, wrapping 
his hand around it in case the degree of physical contact was not enough through the fabric of 
his jeans. 


The whispering did not lessen. If anything, it grew even more now that Wei Wuxian was 
responding to it. He looked over at Lan Wangji. 


“Can you hear it?” Wei Wuxian asked tensely in a quiet voice. 


Lan Wangji’s eyes immediately snapped to the pouch, a tiny frown marring his brow as he 
shook his head ‘no’. 


“T guess that’s good,” Wei Wuxian said. “It isn’t strong enough to reach anyone else yet.” 


Wei Wuxian’s mind and meridians had been gouged open to let the resentful energy in from 
the delayed treatment of the qi poison the Xuanwu had filled him with. But in doing so, it 
provided him with an early warning sign that they needed to deal with the sword sooner 
rather than later. 


“Wei Ying can hear it?” Lan Wangji asked, sounding concerned. 
“Side effect of the Xuanwu. I’m pretty sensitive to even tiny amounts of resentful energy.” 


Wei Wuxian was not sure why he was telling Lan Wangji about this. It could be construed as 
Wei Wuxian being ‘contaminated’ or even possessed by the Xuanwu, if the wrong people 
chose to spin it that way. But if they were going to work together to deal with the sword, Lan 
Wangyji would need to know at least a little bit of what was happening. 


Lan Wangji looked concerned. 
“Ts the sword still sufficiently contained?” 


“For now,” Wei Wuxian said grimly. “But I won’t be able to wait as long as I would have 
liked before dealing with it. I’d hoped to have a few days to research, but we’ll have to get 
this into something more secure as soon as we’re back in my workshop.” 


“T could play Cleansing. Or Rest,” Lan Wangji offered. 


Wei Wuxian almost wanted to take him up on it, just to see the other passengers’ reaction to a 
cultivator whipping out a whole-ass guqin on a train. 


“Let’s keep that idea in our back pocket. We don’t have much more time to wait until we 
reach Yiling. I think it will hold until then. Just don’t let me fall back asleep, ok?” 


“Mn,” Lan Wangji agreed, studying the qiankun pouch for a moment. “I am here. I will help 
Wei Ying.” 


Wei Wuxian swallowed as he remembered the exact same words being said to him in a cave, 
six years earlier. And just like the younger Wei Ying, he was steadied by the earnestly spoken 
words. 


He wondered if that made him a fool. 


Wei Wuxian made casual friends easily, but he actually trusted a very small number of 
people. As much as he enjoyed socializing in town or on hunts, the only people he had ever 
invited into his home were the Wens. He found himself watching Lan Wangji’s face intently 
as Wen Qing drove them up the narrow, steeply winding road that led to his home. There 
were no other houses or buildings along the drive, only a lone structure on the side of the 
smaller mountain. 


“This is yours?” Lan Wangji asked, his eyes moving over the large estate as Wen Qing parked 
the car in front of the building in the small, gravel turnaround. 


“Yeah. Real estate this close to the Burial Mounds is pretty cheap.” 


Lan Wangji got out of the car while he studied the building. Wei Wuxian knew that the 
building was not in the same league as the pristine mountain compound that was the center of 
the Cloud Recesses facilities. But it was his, and he’d built a life here that he was proud of. 


“Local legend says that this used to be a small inn, or maybe even a brothel back in the day,” 
Wei Wuxian said, hoping for a sharply indrawn breath and admonishment of ‘ shameless!’ 
that would certainly have accompanied any such mention of sex work from the younger Lan 
Zhan. 


But Lan Wangji merely gave a slight inclination of his head as he studied the stone and clay 
foundation and the aging three-story building that rested atop it. 


“The rest of this part of the village was supposedly crushed in a mudslide a long time ago. 
There’s a legend of an ancient burial mound that was at the core of the mountain. After the 
village was wiped out, no one wanted to rebuild so the place was basically abandoned when 
we found it. I got it for basically nothing, which was great because it cost a fuckton of money 
to make it habitable again.” 


As they approached the main entrance, Lan Wangji raised his hand, his fingers extended as 
though brushing against something. Wei Wuxian couldn’t help the grin that broke out across 
his face. 


“Ah. Of course the esteemed Hanguang-Jun is able to sense this humble one’s wards. Don’t 
worry. As long as you don’t come with ill intent, the wards will let you in.” 


Lan Wangji arched a brow in surprise. 


“Were the only house for miles. If someone shows up on our doorstep, it’s either because 
they are in need of aid or here to rob us. We only want to keep one of those categories out,” 
Wei Wuxian explained. 


“Mm. Wei Ying is clever and compassionate.” 


Wei Ying was left spluttering as Lan Wangji continued walking with Wen Ning and Wen 
Qing inside the house. 


“Lan Zhan! You can’t just...,” he cut himself off as the door closed behind them, then raced 
to catch up. Just before he entered the door, he got a prickling on the back of his neck, a sense 
of eyes watching him. He turned looking out over the empty driveway into the forest. 


He stilled, letting his senses flare out, trying to see what it was that had caught his attention. 
The sensation was not repeated, and nothing stirred within the forest that shouldn’t be there. 
The door to the house opened. 


“What is it?” Wen Qing asked, stepping out onto the entryway steps. 


“Not sure,” Wei Wuxian said, backing up slowly as he continued to scan the forest. If there 
was something there, his priority had to be getting the sword inside, behind the wards. “Let’s 
see if we get a housecall.” 


“Mm,” Wen Qing said, her eyes narrowed in the same direction Wei Wuxian’s had been. 
After a moment with no sign of whatever it was that Wei Wuxian had felt before, they turned 
and went into the house. “A-Ning is showing your Hanguang-Jun to his room.” 


“He’s not mine,” Wei Wuxian said, ignoring the arch look Wen Qing sent his way as the door 
closed behind them. “Lan Zhan is here for the sword, because his family’s company is the 
reason a whole bunch of people just died.” 


“T don’t think that’s the only reason.” 
Wei Wuxian shrugged. “He feels guilty. For what happened to me.” 


“Mm. I saw the way he looked at you on the train. I don’t think ‘guilt’ is the only thing he’s 
feeling about you. You can deny it all you want, but there’s clearly a history between you.” 


Wei Wuxian had thought so, once. Lan Wangji’s intensity was hard to read, and easy to 
misconstrue. He had been wrong. So was Wen Qing. 


“Yeah. We were colleagues. I annoyed the shit out of him, which he made clear both verbally 
and in fucking writing . We hooked up once. It didn’t go any further. If he had any 
lingering... feelings or whatever about me, he had six years to do something about it. He 
didn’t. We’re working together to deal with the sword. It’s nothing more than that..” 


Wen Qing hummed noncommittally. “Popo came by earlier and cooked. She left the food in 
the kitchen. Let’s go heat it up.” 


Wei Wuxian reached to his side where the giankun pouch with the sword was resting. “I 
really should -” 


“You will eat before you attempt whatever insane thing you thought up on the train to do with 
that sword. This is non-negotiable.” 


Lan Wangji walked in the room as she spoke, with Wen Ning behind him. 


“Mm. Wei Ying should eat. We do not know how long stabilizing the sword will take,” Lan 
Wangji said. 


“Who said this is going to be a ‘we’ thing?” Wei Wuxian said testily. Wen Qing’s words were 
still rattling around in his head threatening to shake loose wants and ideas that he knew 
would only lead to damage. “You’re just here as back-up, in case I fuck it up.” 


The whispering from the giankun pouch was getting louder, and Wei Wuxian was having a 
harder time shutting it out. 


“Wei Ying. Are you alright?” Lan Wangji asked, his voice sounding concerned. 


Which... yeah, obviously. If Wei Wuxian got put out of commission by the sword, then it 
would be even harder for Lan Wangji to fix his family’s mistake. 


“It’s fine. Let’s just get going with this. The sword has something to say, and it’s getting a 
little impatient about it.” 


Wen Qing slammed a plate of steamed meat buns and some noodles that were a flaming red 
in color. Popo had made his favorites. Wen Qing must have told her the hunt was difficult. 


“Eat. Now. Or I will make you.” 


Wen Ning was setting the other dishes on the table. Wei Wuxian drew a breath, forcing 
himself to sit and eat. Wen Qing was right. This was going to be hard, and the food was 
already in front of him. Taking 10 minutes to eat wouldn’t risk much, and he didn’t know 
what shape he was going to be in later. 


Wei Wuxian felt Lan Wangji’s eyes on him the entire time they were eating. It unsettled him. 
He couldn’t read Lan Wangji’s thoughts, only that his eyes never strayed from Wei Wuxian’s 
face for more than a brief flicker down to his own plate as he ate in typical Lan silence. 


Wei Wuxian managed to eat about half his meal before the itch under his skin caused by the 
incessant whispering of the sword and Lan Wangji’s scrutiny made him unable to continue. 
He set his chopsticks down, and stood. Lan Wangji followed suit immediately, despite Wen 
Qing’s narrow-eyed look of displeasure. 


“TPI finish this later. I need to let the sword tell me what it wants to, or I think it’s going to 
become a problem.” 


Wen Qing didn’t look happy, but she didn’t argue. 
“Are you taking it to the cave?” Wen Ning asked. 


Lan Wangji’s attention flickered momentarily to Wen Ning at his words, clearly curious about 
what it meant. 


Wei Wuxian would explain later. Maybe. “No. There’s someone watching the house. I’m not 
sure it has to do with the sword, but I’m not a big believer in coincidences. If at all possible, 
the sword needs to stay close to me. I think it will be alright. For now.” 


Wei Wuxian actually wasn’t sure, but he knew it would be safer in his hands than in the 
hands of whoever it was who was watching them from the forest. Lan Wangji’s hand drifted 
to the hilt of his sword, his gaze flickering towards the entryway door. 


“T’m going to put up the supplemental wards in the lab,” Wei Wuxian said. “T1 teleport out if 
I can’t handle it. But it should be enough protection to at least temporarily contain the sword 
until Lan Zhan figures out a way to handle it.” 


“No,” Lan Wangji said flatly. 


“What do you mean, ‘no’?” Wei Wuxian snapped. “This isn’t a discussion. You’re here to 
observe, unless I fail. You can do that from outside the wards.” 


“No. I am not here to observe. I am here to ensure the sword does not damage anyone else. 
Including Wei Ying.” 


Lan Wangji had that flat, determined look in his eye that reminded Wei Wuxian of when 
they’d taken on the Xuanwu. Wei Wuxian hated it. The sword’s words were becoming clearer 
with every passing moment, a sure sign that his temporary, half-assed wards were failing. He 
didn’t have time to argue, and Lan Wangji was not someone who was easily swayed. He 
didn’t often speak, but when he did deign to share his words, he meant every fucking one of 
them. 


Wei Wuxian decided to take a shortcut and hit below the belt. 


“Your brother will kick my ass if something happens to you. The last thing I need is another 
shitty situation with your family’s company fucking up my life.” 


Lan Wangji didn’t even flinch. “Brother would know this was my choice. He will not blame 
Wei Ying.” 


Wei Wuxian let out a frustrated sigh. “How would having you in there with me help? You 
haven’t had time to study the sword or come up with a new plan. All having you on the same 
side of the wards with me does is put two people at risk instead of one. If the sword possesses 
one of us, then it actually makes the danger worse for the other.” 


“You said you were going to let the sword tell you what it wanted to say. You are going to try 
to perform empathy on it,” Lan Wangji said. 


It shouldn’t really be a surprise that he figured it out. Lan Wangji has always been a quick 
learner. The rigid tension in Lan Wangji’s body was enough to say he definitely did not 
approve of this plan, but was fully aware there was not a better one. 


“Yeah. And that only takes one of us. Having you there is only going to be a liability.” 


“Empathy is extremely dangerous. The sword has already possessed dozens, possibly 
hundreds of people, including senior cultivators who are used to communicating with the 
dead.” 


“This isn’t my first rodeo, Lan Zhan. I know what I’m doing. I have experience letting spirits 
communicate directly with me, letting them enter my mind without possessing me. Inquiry 
keeps spirits at arm’s length. Your experience with it won’t help.” 


“T can play Rest or Cleansing. I can pass you my qi, to stabilize yours. I can also try to bring 
you back if Empathy overwhelms you.” Lan Wangji spoke as though he had expected Wei 
Wuxian’s objection and prepared a list in advance. And the problem was, it actually was a 
pretty good list. 


“T agree with Hanguang Jun,” Wen Qing said. “The benefits outweigh the risks. You lost 
consciousness after holding the sword just long enough to place it in the qiankun bag. 
Empathy will require significantly longer contact. Hanguang-Jun’s qi transfer while you were 
unconscious significantly reduced the effects of the damage the first time.” 


Wei Wuxian did not know why he seemed to surround himself with people who were so 
ridiculously stubborn. But he knew that--if he had only a small chance of winning the 
argument with Lan Wangji--he had absolutely zero chance of winning the argument against 
Lan Wangji and Wen Qing. 


“Whatever,” he said, turning and stomping up the stairs and down the long hall to the most 
heavily warded room in the building. Possibly in the country. He sketched out a talisman with 
his hands and flung it towards the door, unlocking the layer of wards that were not tuned to 
his body. He turned to Lan Wangji (who had, of course, followed him). He briefly considered 
nicking his finger on Suibian and writing the talisman in blood right on Lan Wangji’s fucking 
chest. But that would mean laying his hands on the man, and Wei Wuxian’s mood was far too 
volatile to be able to handle something like that at the moment. As he did with the door, Wei 
Wuxian used his qi to trace the talisman that would allow Lan Wangji access to the 
workshop, then flung it at him. 


He expected Lan Wangji to flinch, or at least blink. It was not exactly proper cultivation 
etiquette to hurl an unknown talisman at a fellow cultivator with no warning or explanation. 
For all Lan Wangji could have known, it might have been an attack. Wei Wuxian certainly 
felt enough low, bubbling anger inside him for it to have been a risk. But Lan Wangji simply 
stood, neither trying to evade nor deflect it (and Wei Wuxian was not arrogant enough to 
believe that Lan Wangji couldn’t have done either or both if he’d wanted to). 


Somehow, the fact that Lan Wangji just calmly allowed Wei Wuxian to place some unknown 
talisman on him with no explanation nor permission made him even angrier. Lan Wangji was 
one of the most powerful cultivators in the world! What the fuck was he doing, going around 
blindly trusting any random rogue cultivator who can whip a talisman together and throw it at 
him?! 


He could feel the dark coil of anger churning faster and faster inside him, making it hard to 
think. Something about the emotion felt off, but he couldn’t focus enough to figure it out. 


“Wei Ying.” 


Lan Wangji’s voice was quiet, but with a focused intensity that caused Wei Wuxian to look 
up at him. It had always been impossible for Wei Wuxian to ignore Lan Wangji when he 
spoke his name. 


“The sword,” Lan Wangji said. 


Wei Wuxian looked down at the qiankun bag, where a slender, black curle of resentful energy 
had escaped, coiling around Wei Wuxian’s wrist. 


The anger I have been feeling isn t mine , Wei Wuxian realized, feeling slightly disoriented 
by the knowledge. The concerned looks Lan Wangji had been directing at him since they 


reached the house suddenly made more sense. 


“We must get inside the wards,” Lan Wangji continued calmly, as though he had complete 
faith that everything would be alright, despite Wei Wuxian’s already slipping control and the 
hundred dead bodies that would argue otherwise. 


But he was right in that they couldn’t just hang out in the hallway if the sword had breached 
the temporary wards. Wei Wuxian stepped through the door into the workshop, with Lan 
Wangji immediately following him. He focused all his concentration on re-activating the 
wards, as well as activating three others that required him to actively provide energy, but 
were basically impenetrable. 


Lan Wangji’s eyes widened when all the wards were activated at once. The room hummed 
with spiritual power, and all sensory input from outside the room ceased instantly. No one 
could go in or out of the door to the workshop without Wei Wuxian’s explicit consent. Based 
on the expression on Lan Wangji’s face as he turned and studied the door, he was fully aware 
of that fact. In other circumstances, Wei Wuxian would have enjoyed having impressed the 
Second Jade of Lan. 


Wei Wuxian pulled the giankun pouch out, and moved to open it when Lan Wangji’s hand 
stopped him. 


“You are not fully recovered,” Lan Wangji said. 


Wei Wuxian huffed out a laugh. “And how does that matter? The temporary seals I placed 
were not meant to hold it for long. If we want to deal with the sword, we have to understand 
what it is, and what it wants. If things go sideways, use the teleportation seal and get out. The 
wards won’t let me leave if it doesn’t register me as me anymore.” 


“Wei Ying. It is unsafe.” 
Wei Wuxian felt his temper flare, though he wasn’t fully sure if it was his own or the sword’s. 


“If you have a better plan right now, then I’m all ears. If not, then we’re out of time. The 
sword didn’t possess me before. There’s no reason to think it will be able to do so now.” 


Lan Wangji looked extremely displeased. “I can play for Wei Ying. Or I can pass Wei Ying 
my qi.” 


Wei Wuxian forced away the mental images that flooded him at the mention of Lan Wangji 
sharing his qi. The first and only time (at least, that Wei Wuxian was conscious for) that Lan 
Wangji had shared qi with him was on the floor of the Xuanwu’s cave. Sensory echoes 
shivered through his memory of the searing heat as Lan Wangji fucked into him with his 
body, and the cool, smooth power of Lan Wangji’s qi penetrating him even deeper. 


It had been the most overwhelmingly amazing thing Wei Wuxian had ever felt. He knew that 
Lan Wangji had passed him qi while he was injured in the hotel with Wen Qing, but he had 
been unconscious at the time and didn’t really feel it in the way he would now. He needed to 


be able to focus, and having any part of Lan Wangji inside him would make that almost 
impossible. 


“I don’t know what having your qi connected to me when I make physical contact with the 
sword would do. One of us needs to be free of it, in case things go wrong.” 


It wasn't actually a lie, even though his mind had simply grasped at the first reasonable 
excuse to refuse. 


Lan Wangji hesitated, then nodded. He pulled out his guqin in a fluid movement. 
“Then I will play for Wei Ying.” 


The beginning notes of Clarity swelled through the room, the power of Lan Wangji’s spiritual 
energy pouring through them, resonating within Wei Wuxian’s wards. 


Even without direct contact, Wei Wuxian could feel the way Lan Wangji’s qi brushed against 
him through the music, flowing over his skin and seeping into his pores without any physical 
contact at all. 


He steeled himself against the memories that prickled at the familiar flavor of Lan Wangji’s 
spiritual power. It wasn’t the time to go reminiscing about a tryst long past and likely 
regretted and forgotten by the other man. 


Wei Wuxian opened the giankun bag and reached inside. His hand found the hilt of the sword 
immediately, his fingers closing around it, pressing the cool, smooth metal against his skin. 


He barely had to even open himself up before awareness slammed through him, a 
consciousness that wasn’t his own pressing into him. 


It wasn’t human. And it wasn’t singular. 
ForgottenLostAngryScaredAbandonedHungryBetrayedAlone 


Wei Wuxian’s eyes flared wide, his mind temporarily overloaded as a thousand voices 
screamed in agony and fear, echoes of the lives that had ended on the edge of the blade. But 
deeper, pulsing through it all, was the spiritual cognition of what had once been a powerful 
spiritual weapon. It had been twisted, corroded not only with the resentment of all the lives it 
had taken, but the soul of its original master, and something... darker. More bestial. 


RevengeKillPossessDevourFreeHuntDestroy 


Wei Wuxian’s grip tightened as the connection between him and the sword grew. The sword 
remembered him. The one who had freed it. The one who had slain it. Echoes of the 
Xuanwu’s power swirled through the depths of the sword. The rage of being trapped in the 
cave, a weapon forged then forgotten. The sword had steeped in the Xuanwu’s dark aura for 
centuries, embedded into its flesh together with the bodies of all the victims who had died in 
the cave of the Xuanwu. 


That thread of darkness from the sword recognized the stain of the Xuanwu’s poison in Wei 
Wuxian’s blood, latching on and digging deep, finding resonance in familiar ground. 


The maelstrom of voices swirled through his mind, each clamoring to be heard, to have Wei 
Wuxian give voice to their fear and rage, each with a need to be fulfilled. The lines between 
the thoughts that belonged to him and those that came from the fragments of consciousness 
contained in the sword blurred. So many voices, flooding him all at once. 


Wei Wuxian was vaguely aware that--while some of the screams were inside his head, 
coming from the sword--there were screams coming from the room as well. He vaguely 
realized they were from him. 


He wasn’t sure if the panicked voice he heard calling his name was coming from inside or 
outside his head. He felt large, strong hands grip his body, and a torrent of pure, cool qi 
slammed into him, making his entire world go white. 


To be continued... 


Empathy 


A/N - sorry this is later than expected. Work has been just KILLER and I am so tired all the 
time. But I finally had time to write this weekend, and ZazGeek was kind enough to do a 
quick beta even though they are on holiday! Thank you for all your motivating comments... 
it's the reason this chapter is here at all! As soon as I get my feet back under me I will be 
better at responding to them. 


T/W - lwj discusses his views of what happened in the XuanWu cave, and the r-word comes 
up (and is quickly clarified to not have been the case). 


Lan Wangji tried to keep his thoughts in check. Discipline is the root. Do not covet. Do not 
think improper thoughts about others. His fixation on Wei Ying had not faded through the 
years. If anything, it had become even stronger. When he was young, he hadn’t fully realized 
how remarkable Wei Ying was. He hadn’t fully realized that no one would ever come close to 
capturing his interest in the same way ever again. How boring and uninteresting everyone 
else would be would be by comparison. 


He knew that now. 


It had been hard, sitting next to Wei Ying on the train to Yiling, watching how he had curled 
himself into Lan Wangji’s cardigan, breathing in as though taking in his scent and relaxing 
into it. He had to clench his fists against the urge to touch and offer his warmth directly, 
rather than just through a shared garment. The delicate curve of Wei Ying’s cheekbones was 
even sharper than it had been in his youth. And when Wei Ying had woken up, looking soft 
and slightly rumpled, he had joked about Lan Wangji’s sweater smelling of him now. It had 
been all Lan Wangji could do to keep from grabbing the sweater and bringing it to his nose, 
to breathe in Wei Ying’s scent. He had wanted to just close his eyes and indulge in memories 
of the last time he had been close enough to do so. 


But he had forced himself to keep from reaching out and touching. He no longer had the right 
to offer physical comfort, if he ever had. While their one time being intimate together had 
been the moment of greatest pleasure for Lan Wangji, it was clear it was one of Wei Ying’s 
most traumatic memories. Wei Ying’s words on the train reminded him of that. 


“.. the Xuanwu sword is bringing back memories I wasn t really looking to have dredged 
back up again.” 


And Wei Ying had all but stated how the power imbalance at that time had made it 
impossible for him to ever file a complaint against Lan Wangji for his actions. It made him 
wish his uncle had been harsher in assigning his punishment. 


“Who would believe me against the weight of GusuLan?” 


Their brief conversation had confirmed all of Lan Wangji’s worst fears. But--as much as he 
wanted to beg for Wei Ying’s forgiveness--he didn’t have the right to ask for it. And it wasn’t 


the right time, in any case. The sword was breaching the clever seals that Wei Ying had used, 
and was targeting Wei Ying. Lan Wangji needed to be focused on keeping Wei Ying safe, not 
indulging in useless fantasies of earning Wei Ying’s forgiveness and being allowed to at least 
be his friend. 


He wondered if Wei Ying would allow him to try to help repair some of the damage from the 
XuanWu’s poison when the threat of the sword was finally put to rest. It was clear that it had 
made him more open to resentful energy in a way that was putting him at risk. He had no 
doubt of Wen Qing’s abilities as a doctor--the fact that Wei Ying was alive was proof of that-- 
but the Lan had access to resources and ancient knowledge that others did not. There might 
be a chance to heal him, or at least better protect him, buried within his family’s archives. 


He hoped Wei Ying would allow him to do at least that much. 


Lan Wangji had not thought it possible for his admiration of Wei Ying to grow any stronger. 
But the experience of stepping into Wei Ying’s home and seeing the casual (and not-so- 
casual) display of raw, untamed genius had Lan Wangji yearning even more for the chance to 
stay in Wei Ying’s presence, in whatever capacity he might allow. 


Wei Ying had built his home on the edge of what was arguably the most dangerous, infamous 
piece of earth in cultivation history. That it was less of a danger now did not really lessen the 
statement. While the land no longer roiled and seethed with active resentment as some of the 
ancient texts describe, there was still a resonance in the ground that could be felt by any 
cultivator worth his or her salt. 


It was clear that Wei Ying did not invite guests to his home often. The entryway of the 
converted inn held shelves upon shelves filled with books, scrolls and artifacts, some of 
which Lan Wangji could feel resentful or spiritual energy coming from. Such things would 
not be shown casually to people Wei Ying did not know or trust. A quick glance showed 
some were clearly transcribed by Wei Ying himself, but some were extremely old, with titles 
that even Lan Wangji had never seen in his family’s own, vast library. 


He wondered how Wei Wuxian had come to possess them. 


Lan Wangji didn’t have time to explore more before Wen Ning was showing him to his room 
and asking him if he wanted to rest or freshen up. 


“No. Wei Ying wanted to begin work immediately,” Lan Wangji said. He set the qiankun bag 
that held his clothes and toiletries on the dresser in the bedroom, but kept the one that held 
his guqin, bichen , and other cultivation supplies. 


“Mm,” Wen Ning said, looking concerned. “But he should eat before he starts. This kind of 
work always takes a lot out of him, and he’s still not recovered from the last time. There’s 
food in the kitchen we can have that is already made. It won’t take long.” 


Lan Wangji nodded and followed Wen Ning back down the stairs to the main floor. He heard 
Wei Ying’s voice before they reached the room. 


“Yeah. We were colleagues. I annoyed the shit out of him, which he made clear both verbally 
and in fucking writing. We hooked up once. It didn t go any further. If he had any lingering... 
feelings or whatever about me, he had six years to do something about it. He didn t. We’re 
working together to deal with the sword. Its nothing more than that. ” 


Lan Wangji nearly stumbled. 
What? 
Wei Ying had felt... Wei Ying had thought... 


He vaguely noticed Wen Ning side eyeing him as they walked into the kitchen, but he was 
unable to do anything other than look at Wei Ying. 


“You will eat before you attempt whatever insane thing you thought up on the train to do with 
that sword. This is non-negotiable.” Wen Qing was standing in front of Wei Ying, glaring at 
him despite barely reaching his shoulder. 


It was clear from the look on Wei Ying’s face that he was about to argue. Whatever internal 
crisis was going on inside Lan Wangji’s head at the thought that Wei Ying might not have 
been as unwilling as he had believed all these years, his first priority was to keep him safe. 


“Mm. Wei Ying should eat. We do not know how long stabilizing the sword will take,” Lan 
Wangji said. 


“Who said this is going to be a ‘we’ thing?” Wei Wuxian turned to him, his eyes flashing 
with temper. There was also a slight red tinge to their depths that had not been there before, 
and the implications of it put Lan Wangji on edge. “You’re just here as back-up, in case I 
fuck it up.” 


“Wei Ying. Are you alright?” Lan Wangji asked, ignoring the urge to flinch at the scathing 
tone in Wei Ying’s voice. His own feelings didn’t matter at the moment. 


Something was wrong. Wei Ying had said the sword had already partially breached the wards 
on the train. How much stronger had it become, surrounded by the remnants of an ancient 
resentful burial mound? 


“It’s fine. Let’s just get going with this. The sword has something to say, and it’s getting a 
little impatient about it.” 


Wen Qing slammed a plate of steamed meat buns and some noodles that were a flaming red 
in color that made Lan Wangji wince just looking at them. 


“Eat. Now. Or I will make you,” Wen Qing said, completely unfazed by the power of the man 
she was ordering around like a little brother. 


Something inside Lan Wangji unwound as the thought entered his mind. It was true. Wen 
Qing did not act like a lover. She acted like an exasperated older sister. 


He studied Wei Ying as they ate, noticing the way he seemed to be nearly vibrating with 
frustrated impatience. But at least he was eating. He finished quickly, definitely not eating as 
much as he probably needed to, but more than Lan Wangji had expected. Judging by Wen 
Qing’s silence when he stood, she agreed. 


There was a debate about where the sword would be examined, and Lan Wangji wondered if 
the cave they mentioned was deeper in the ancient burial mounds. If so, it was good they 
decided against taking it there, since there was no telling how it would interact with the 
remnants of something like that. He was concerned but not entirely surprised to learn that 
someone had followed them. Su She was not competent enough to be pulling off an illegal 
artifacts trade ring for so long on his own. Uncle agreed, and they had already found evidence 
of a connection with the Wen and possibly the Jin. 


He was distracted from his thoughts on their potential human adversary by Wei Ying’s 
statement that his entire plan seemed to be to basically seal himself in with the sword behind 
some powerful wards and hope for the best. 


“No,” Lan Wangji said flatly. 


“What do you mean, ‘no’?” Wei Wuxian snapped. “This isn’t a discussion. You’re here to 
observe, unless I fail. You can do that from outside the wards.” 


“No. I am not here to observe. I am here to ensure the sword does not damage anyone else. 
Including Wei Ying.” He would not negotiate on this point. Wei Ying was strong, but so was 
Lan Wangji. 


“Your brother will kick my ass if something happens to you. The last thing I need is another 
shitty situation with your family’s company fucking up my life.” 


Lan Wangji didn’t even flinch. “Brother would know this was my choice. He will not blame 
Wei Ying.” 


They wasted precious time arguing back and forth for a bit. It was clear that the sword’s hold 
on Wei Ying was growing. Luckily, Wen Qing put an end to it when she weighed in on Lan 
Wangji’s side. 


Wei Ying continued to complain, but he allowed Lan Wangji to accompany him up the stairs 
and down a long hall that--based on Lan Wangji’s sense of direction--seemed to be in the 
very center of the building. There were no windows, but the room was quite large. He 
wondered what its original purpose was, but there was no time to think about it as Wei Ying 
traced a talisman that looked similar to the one he had used to open the door to the room, and 
flung it at him. He could feel Wei Ying’s qi slither over his skin, tracing a pattern that quickly 
soaked into his flesh and dispersed. 


Wei Ying had marked him. Lan Wangji fought to not let his thoughts about that show on his 
face, though the possessive heat of the knowledge of it coiled deep in his core. 


For some reason, Wei Ying looked angry about it, but he didn’t say anything. His eyes 
showed more red now than they had before. They needed to hurry, or the seal would breach 


and they were still outside the wards. Wei Ying seemed to be content to stand there and glare 
at him, though he was clearly aware of the danger of their situation. Lan Wangji could see 
tendrils of resentful energy escaping the qiankun bag and coiling possessively around Wei 
Ying’s wrist. He felt a flare of anger inside him, that the sword would dare touch Wei Ying 
like that. 


“Wei Ying. The sword.” 


Wei Wuxian looked down, his eyes widening in surprise. Perhaps he was not as aware of the 
degree of control the sword had on him yet. It was amazing he had been able to hold it off for 
so long, when an entire team of senior Lan cultivators with even more experience had died so 
quickly under its influence. 


Wei Ying was so powerful. So clever. 
It shook Lan Wangji every time he was confronted with fresh evidence of it. 
“We must get inside the wards,” Lan Wangji said. 


Wei Ying seemed to snap out of whatever trance the sword had him in, and stepped through 
the door into the workshop. Lan Wangji followed, his eyes widening as Wei Ying did 
something with his hands so fast that he couldn’t make out the sigils, and the wards snapped 
to life. 


Spiritual power slammed into Lan Wangji like nearly a physical thing. The Lan prided 
themselves on their wards, much of the knowledge of them more than a millennium old. But 
he had never felt anything like the power that was in Wei Ying’s wards. It took him a moment 
to orient himself, then turned to look towards the workshop door where there were sigils 
engraved on the doorframe, glowing faintly. 


A motion out of the corner of his eye had him turning in time to stop Wei Ying from 
recklessly reaching in and grabbing the hilt of the cursed sword. 


“You are not fully recovered,” Lan Wangji said. 


Wei Wuxian huffed out a laugh. “And how does that matter? The temporary seals I placed 
were not meant to hold it for long. If we want to deal with the sword, we have to understand 
what it is, and what it wants. If things go sideways, use the teleportation seal and get out. The 
wards won’t let me leave if it doesn’t register me as me anymore.” 


Lan Wangji felt panic flare through him at the recklessness of the plan, and pushed it down. It 
would not help Wei Ying if he lost focus. “Wei Ying. It is unsafe.” 


“Tf you have a better plan right now, then I’m all ears. If not, then we’re out of time. The 
sword didn’t possess me before. There’s no reason to think it will be able to do so now.” 


Wei Ying was right, in that Lan Wangji had no alternate plan, had no real way to save or 
protect Wei Ying, but everything in his being screamed at him to try. The first time Wei Ying 


had held the sword, he was only trying to seal it. Now he was going to try to communicate 
with it. That was infinitely more dangerous, and they both knew it. 


It was also their only option. 


“I can play for Wei Ying. Or I can pass Wei Ying my qi.” Lan Wangji fought down the curl of 
possessiveness that the idea of pushing his qi into Wei Ying’s body always elicited. He 
wanted to shield Wei Ying in any way he could, any way that Wei Ying would allow. 


Unfortunately, Wei Ying did not allow it. 


“I don’t know what having your qi connected to me when I make physical contact with the 
sword would do. One of us needs to be free of it, in case things go wrong.” 


Lan Wangji hated it, but he could not force Wei Ying to accept it. The last time he had done 
so, Wei Ying was in medical need. Even if he was in danger currently, he had the right to 
refuse. The resentful energy from the sword was stronger now, the seal almost completely 
broken. They had run out of time. Lan Wangji did the only thing he could, pouring all of his 
spiritual power into Clarity as he played, feeling his music press against the energy of the 
sword. 


He watched as Wei Ying reached into the bag and pulled out the sword. The metal was dark, 
coiled in seething resentful energy, and pulsing with power. Wei Ying stilled himself and 
closed his eyes, and Lan Wangji realized he had slipped into something that looked like 
Empathy, in an almost effortless display of an ancient, forbidden technique that the other 
sects all believed to have been lost to the sands of time. 


In that moment, Lan Wangji wished it had been. 


He had thought the technique could only be used on human bodies, but either this was a 
similar but more diverse technique or the documentation on the original had been misleading. 
Wei Ying’s eyes flared wide, his body arching like a bow drawn taut as the resentful energy 
flooded through him. His eyes glowed red and his head fell back, his mouth moving as 
though forming words, though no sound escaped. Lan Wangji tried to pour more energy into 
his music, but the sword had the advantage of being in direct physical contact with Wei 
Ying’s body, pouring its energy into him. Wei Ying’s knees buckled and Lan Wangji barely 
made it over in time to catch him before he fell to the ground, abandoning his guqin. 


“Wei Ying!” 


He could see the resentful energy wrapping around Wei Ying, pushing into his meridians, and 
he didn’t even think before letting his own qi flow in, pushing back against it. He would not 
let the sword take Wei Ying. Of course, all Lan Wangji was able to push back against was the 
resentful energy making its way through Wei Ying’s body. He could do nothing about the fact 
that Wei Ying had already let the consciousness of whatever resided within the sword into his 
mind. 


Wei Ying’s scream was almost inhuman. It didn’t seem to be one of physical pain, but of 
sheer frustration and anguish. Lan Wangji felt a chill run down his spine as he realized it was 


likely being channeled from whatever resided within the sword. 


He briefly considered striking one of Wei Ying’s pressure points and knocking him out, but 
then he remembered that the sword had been able to reanimate the dead. Rendering Wei 
Ying unconscious would only give the sword full control of his body. 


Abruptly, all the fight seemed to go out of Wei Ying, and he relaxed, standing easily, though 
still breathing hard. He stepped back away from Lan Wangji’s touch. 


“Wei Ying?” Lan Wangji asked cautiously, letting his hands drop partially, but still extended 
slightly towards Wei Ying, unsure of what was happening. 


Wei Ying turned to look at him, his eyes glowing fully red without a trace of silver in them. 


“Hanguang-Jun. Or, should I call you Lan Zhan? It seems I should have killed you along with 
the others.” 


Lan Wangji felt his blood freeze. It was Wei Ying’s voice, and Wei Ying’s mouth shaping the 
words. But the thing that was speaking to him was definitely not Wei Ying. 


“Release him,” Lan Wangji said. 
“He let us in,” the Sword replied through Wei Ying’s mouth. “What’s his is ours.” 


“Wei Ying is not yours,” Lan Wangji bit out, rage pulsing through him at the thought of 
that... thing inside Wei Ying’s body. 


The Creature arched an eyebrow. “Oh? You think he’s yours ? After you left him for dead?” 


Lan Wangji paused. The Sword had clearly remembered them both from the cave. But now it 
was referring to events that happened away from its presence. 


“Empathy is a two-way street,” the Sword explained with a cold smirk. “Like we said. 
What’s his is ours now. We can see all of his memories. He was abandoned just like we were. 
By his parents. Then the Jiang. Then you. Everyone he loved has forsaken him.” The creature 
hummed. “Yes, he is perfect. So much power. So much pain. All for us.” 


“Wei Ying!” Lan Wangji said, desperate to get through to him. He could not bring himself to 
harm Wei Ying. He had to find another way to stop him. “Wei Ying, you must fight. Wei 
Ying told me he could control it. Show me!” 


Wei Ying (who was not his Wei Ying) laughed. “Ah, Lan Zhan,” he said, the words a 
mockery despite them being cloaked in Wei Ying’s voice. “Did you really believe him? He 
was desperate, and willing to try anything. I am so much more than a single cultivator could 
ever be, no matter how powerful. I carry not only the spiritual cognition of my master, but of 
the thousands of souls who died in the belly of the XuanWu, steeped in the power of a nearly 
divine beast for centuries.” 


Wei Ying’s feet shifted slightly further apart, his knees bending slightly into a ‘ready’ stance 
as though preparing for a fight, red eyes fixed on Lan Wangji. 


“You are just like all the other cultivators who threw us away.” There was anger building in 
the voice now, a slightly unhinged tone and cadence slipping through. “He tried everything to 
get your attention, to earn even a scrap of friendship from you. Pathetic.” 


“You are not qualified to speak of Wei Ying!” 


The creature smirked, a mockery of Wei Ying’s own smile. “Why he still loves you is 
something we will never understand. We will get his revenge on you, then on all the others 
who betrayed and abandoned us.” 


Lan Wangji blinked. Wei Ying. Loved him? Perhaps the creature was only trying to get in his 
head. He used Lan Wangji’s momentary distraction to raise his sword. 


“Oh, he doesn’t like that I’m doing this,” the Creature said. The tone was light, but Wei 
Ying’s body had gone oddly rigid, as though the Creature was no longer in full control. 


“Wei Ying ,’ Lan Wangji said, grabbing his guqin, relieved to find it undamaged. 


He knew himself well enough to acknowledge that he could not raise his sword against Wei 
Ying, except to block an incoming strike. Fighting strictly defensively would do nothing but 
delay the inevitable. If he were going to go on the offensive and free Wei Ying from the 
creature’s grasp, it would have to be through his guqin. He began to play the most powerful 
song his sect had for dealing with possession. He wasn’t sure it would work, given Wei Ying 
was using Empathy, but it was all he could think of to try. 


Wei Ying’s body shuddered as the first powerful chords struck. 


“Why is he fighting us? We are on the same side. We are getting revenge for him.” The 
Sword’s voice sounded both frustrated and confused. It had clearly never encountered anyone 
like Wei Ying. 


“Wei Ying is not a person who wants revenge,” Lan Wangji said, wishing he could use the 
guqin to speak the words rather than his own voice, but Inquiry would not work on a being 
like the sword. “I did not know Wei Ying needed me. Wanted me. I would have come for Wei 
Ying.” 


Wei Ying’s body bent double, his free hand gripping his temple with bruising force. Lan 
Wangji poured all his strength into his instrument. 


“T will accept Wei Ying’s punishment for failing him. All the others who wronged you have 
been dead for centuries. There is no more revenge left to take.” 


Wei Ying’s knees buckled, and it was all Lan Wangji could do to keep playing and not rush 
over to his side. He had no idea how long they had been in the workshop. It could have been 
half an hour. It could have been days. 


“ How ... he is only one human. How can he be... pushing us... out ?!” 


Lan Wangji felt a fierce surge of pride in Wei Ying. 


“He is Wei Ying. You are not.” 
“Lan Zhan!” Wei Ying... his Wei Ying’s voice rasped out. “Play Rest!” 


Blood was pouring from Wei Ying’s nose and mouth. He was huddled on the floor, barely 
able to sit upright. With the hand not gripping the sword, he was using his blood to draw a set 
of complicated sigils on the workshop floor. 


Lan Wangji slowly transitioned the anti-possession song into the softer tones of Rest, but he 
did not diminish the degree of spiritual power he put into his playing. His hands were shaking 
from the force of it, but he did not allow himself to miss a single note. 


His mind was filled with overwhelming thoughts and emotions, which often happened when 
he was around Wei Ying, but usually not to this extreme degree. 


Wei Ying had loved him. 

Still loved him? 

The Sword had tried to take Wei Ying from him. 
The Sword’s presence was inside Wei Ying s body . 


Lan Wangji felt even more power surge through him, pouring into the notes he played. He did 
not want to examine the rage he felt at the thought of anything else inside Wei Ying. His 
fingers bled on the strings, something that hadn’t happened in years, but he ignored it. 


Wei Ying was on his knees just outside the complicated array he’d drawn, the sword still in 
his grip, but located inside the array. He looked the characters over one more time before 
setting the sword down in the center of it, swiping one last line on the final unfinished 
character, then collapsing back away from the boundary of the array like a puppet with its 
strings cut. Lan Wangji could feel the moment the array fully activated, sealing the Sword 
within it. 

Wei Ying rolled to his side and coughed out a huge splatter of blood. 

“ Wei Ying |!” Lan Wangji stopped playing and moved to Wei Ying’s side, his fingers 


immediately going to his lung meridian the way Wen Qing had shown him before, pouring 
whatever qi he had into him to stabilize it. 


“Lan Zhan,” Wei Ying coughed, his eyes locking on his for a suspended moment before 
shifting to the door. 


Lan Wangji realized someone was pounding on it, likely had been for a while. Wei Ying 
moved his trembling hands into a set of complicated motions and the door flew open. Wei 
Ying gave one more wracking, blood-filled cough then passed out. 


Wen Qing raced in, her eyes sweeping over the sword sealed in the blood array, the blood still 
streaming from Wei Ying’s nose and mouth, and the blood-soaked strings of Lan Wangji’s 


guqin. 


“Next time, you will leave me a teleportation talisman to get in if you can’t unlock the 
fucking door in time,” she snapped out, evidently addressing the unconscious Wei Ying as 
she knelt by his side. 


She glanced at Lan Wangji’s fingers on Wei Ying’s lung meridian. “Do not core drain 
yourself. Wen Ning and I will be able to heal him. He is no longer in danger.” 


Lan Wangji fought against the nearly overwhelming desire to push as much of his own qi into 
Wei Ying as he possibly could, to scour away any traces of the Sword’s presence. That would 
only clean Wei Ying’s meridians. What the Sword had touched was his mind, and Lan Wangji 
could not erase its presence so easily. 


A wave of dizziness washed over him, and Wen Qing looked at him sharply. 


“He will not thank you if you overexert yourself like this. If you stop and rest now, you can 
help us take care of him. If not, you will be on bed rest the entire time.” 


Lan Wangji swallowed, then slowed the flow of his qi to a small trickle. He did not remove 
his hand from Wei Ying’s body. Could not. Not yet. 


Wen Qing gave him a narrow-eyed look, but didn’t say anything more as she examined Wei 
Ying. 


“I need to get him to a bed. Are you able to carry him? Wen Ning is brewing the herbs I need, 
but I can call him to help, if not.” 


Lan Wangji didn’t bother replying as he gently slid an arm beneath Wei Ying’s knees, and 
another behind his shoulders, and stood. His own qi was mostly depleted, but his physical 
strength was more than sufficient to carry Wei Ying wherever he needed to be taken even 
without it. 


Wen Qing looked at him in a way that made him feel seen to an unsettling degree, but she did 
not speak as she led him down the hall to the medical room. 


Lan Wangji watched Wen Qing work on Wei Ying. The most treatment he had allowed for 
himself was to wash the blood from his hands, apply the ointment and drink the qi restoring 
tea that Wen Ning had offered him. His core was strong enough that the wounds would be 
healed by the next day. Wei Ying was more important. 


Wen Qing had suggested multiple times that he go and rest, but Lan Wangji had ignored her, 
focusing only on Wei Ying’s still form lying on the bed as though afraid to take his eyes off 
him. Finally, she seemed to have reached the end of her patience. 


“The sword is contained. If you’re worried about any residual possession of Wei Wuxian, I 
can assure you that there is none. I don’t understand why you’re still here, taking up space in 
my sick room when you should be resting. If you cannot remember which room was yours, I 
can have Wen Ning take you there,” she said in exasperation. 


Lan Wangji finally looked up from Wei Ying’s form and met her gaze. He struggled to put 
into words why he was unable to leave. Surprisingly, Wen Qing did not rush him. 


“The last time Wei Ying was injured by what was inside that sword, he nearly died,” Lan 
Wangji said after a long pause. “I did not know it happened. I was not there for him. It will 
not happen again.” 


Wen Qing’s studied him, her expression containing none of the annoyance it had before. 


“Wei Wuxian was bitten by the XuanWu of Slaughter. The sword does not contain the same 
spiritual poison. And even if it did, I have already developed an antidote. He will not suffer 
like he did before. Wei Wuxian will recover.” 


Lan Wangji heard her words, and knew on a rational level that she was right. Still, he could 
not make himself leave until Wei Ying woke up. 


“It’s clear you care about him,” Wen Qing said as the silence stretched. “I was skeptical at 
first, given what had happened. But it’s not just about dealing with the sword and trying to 
salvage your family’s reputation. You actually care for Wei Wuxian.” 


Lan Wangji blinked. Was that not obvious? Why would she be surprised about such a thing? 


Wen Qing breathed out a huff of impatience. “Don’t look at me like that. Given that you 
didn’t even check on him once after he left your family’s company, is it any wonder that I 
would be surprised? That Wei Wuxian would wonder why you’re here?” 


Lan Wangji looked down. He owed this answer to Wei Ying, not Wen Qing. 


“Wei Wuxian is my little brother in all but blood. If you are going to cut and run like you did 
before, I want you to leave now, before he wakes up. I won’t let you hurt him again.” 


Lan Wangji looked at Wei Ying, his face pale, with slight traces of blood that had been 
missed in the cursory cleaning Wen Qing had given him. He was not sure what Wei Ying had 
told Wen Qing. If Wei Ying had not told her about their... intimacy... then it was not his 
place to disclose it. But he needed to give Wen Qing some sort of answer, or she would 
throw him out of Wei Ying’s sick room. Out of his life. 


“After... the cave. I reported my behavior to my superiors. I was forbidden from making 
contact with Wei Ying. When he did not reach out, I assumed he would find my attention... 
unwelcome.” 


Wen Qing watched him closely. 


“You mean because you two hooked up,” she said bluntly. It eliminated the uncertainty about 
whether Wei Ying had told her about their history. It was surprising that she was not more 
unfriendly to him, if she knew. “Why would you report that to your supervisor? Are 
relationships between co-workers forbidden?” 


Lan Wangji would prefer to talk about literally anything else. But he supposed this would 
count as penance, at least in part, for what he had done to Wei Ying. 


“I had not known. At the time. That Wei Ying had been poisoned. That he might not be... 
fully able. To consent.” The words felt like they were being torn from his core. “When I 
learned about it, I realized my actions had been inappropriate. I required discipline and 
punishment for my behavior.” 


Wen Qing froze, her eyes wide. “You thought... you thought you had raped him?” 
Lan Wangji flinched at the word, but did not deny it. 


“Oh, shit. That makes so much more sense. You know that it isn’t true now, though, right? 
The poison affected his qi, not his cognition. He was fully aware and consenting when you 
two... got together.” 


“Wei Ying did not reach out to me. After.” 


Wen Qing rolled her eyes. “Because he thought you had him fired for deigning to make a 
move on you. You hadn’t actually shown a lot of signs of actually liking him at the time. 
You'll have to talk to him about it to get his side, but he had a lot of reasons for assuming you 
didn’t like him.” 


Lan Wangji frowned. “But we had... been intimate.” 


Wen Qing scoffed. “A lot of people have casual sex and then regret it. Especially in a life-or- 
death situation.” 


“I would not,” Lan Wangji said primly, causing Wen Qing to roll her eyes again. 
“Yeah. I get that about you. But I’m not the person who needs to hear it.” 


Lan Wangji felt hope surge through him as he looked down at Wei Ying. He would not leave 
him again. Wei Ying might reject him, but he would never have to wonder again whether Lan 
Wangji cared for him or not. 


Wen Qing sighed. “Well, I suppose the chances of getting you out of this room have gone to 
zero. PII have Wen Ning bring another bed in. You need to rest, but I won’t make you leave.” 


Lan Wangji nodded, acknowledging her words, but did not look up from where his gaze was 
locked on Wei Ying. 


All he needed was for Wei Ying to wake up. Then he would tell him everything. 


To be continued... 


A/N - Next chapter might be the last chapter! Just depending on length. 


Also, I am going to be (hopefully) posting a fic for wwx's bday, in which lwj is a near 
immortal cultivator, looking for a mysterious cultivator (or possibly demon) who killed a 


nearly un-killable creature and disappeared. In his search, he encounters an annoying twink in 
a bar who flirts shamelessly and tells lwj that he thinks he's just want the man is looking for. 
Follow me here or on Twitter if interested! 


An univited guest 


A/N - ok, so I lied and there is still one more chapter left LOL. It look longer than I had 
expected to resolve some of the sword issues. Thank you to ZazGeek for beta'ing! 


T/w - flashback to trauma, but nothing explicit. 


Wei Wuxian felt like a thousand tiny hammers were pounding away in his head. His first 
thought was that must have been on a hell of a bender the night before. Wen Qing was going 
to kill him. He’d been doing so much better keeping his drinking under control. 


The thought made him pause. Because he had been doing so much better. It had been a long 
time since he’d really let himself get this wasted. And he didn’t remember drinking. At all. 


He slowly opened his eyes, feeling disoriented. It was dark in the room, but there was just 
enough moonlight coming in through the window for him to know he wasn’t in his bed. But 
he also wasn’t in someone else’s bed. He slowly turned his aching head to the side to look 
around the room, and realized that he was in the medical treatment room. 


And he wasn’t alone. 
Lan Wangji was asleep on a narrow cot that had been set up in the room with him. 
What the fuck? 


It took his brain a moment to catch up to even understand what Lan Wangji was doing in his 
house, much less the sick room. Was Lan Wangji injured? He didn’t see any medications or 
medical equipment on the nightstand by his bed (unlike Wei Wuxian’s, which held carefully 
portioned out sachets of medicinal tea that he suspected Wen Qing had been making him 
drink while he’d been out). 


But there were other types of injuries besides just the physical ones. Had the sword somehow 
done something to Lan Wangji? Had Wei Wuxian done something to him? Dread coiled 
through him as he tried to remember what had happened since they’d arrived at his home. It 
was a bit cloudy, which Wei Wuxian recognized as the influence of the sword slowly seeping 
into his consciousness. Images of the train ride, the sword, and his workshop flickered 
through his mind. 


“Ah, fuck,” Wei Wuxian breathed out softly. 


He’d been an ass to Lan Wangji. The bubbling anger of the sword had affected him a lot 
more than he’d realized at the time. He’d have to apologize when Lan Wangji woke up. But 
even despite the haziness, he had thought he had prevented the sword from injuring him. 


His memories of what had happened after he grabbed the sword were unclear, though. He 
remembered the flood of voices filling his head. The sword was not a single consciousness, 


but fragments of so many of the dead contained along with the cognition of the original 
spiritual sword, before it was corrupted by the Xuanwu’s resentful energy. Most of what he 
remembered feeling was fear and despair of being trapped and dying. But the sword and its 
master had wanted revenge against the man who had ordered them down to battle the 
Xuanwu. 


Whoever it was, they had been dead for centuries... possibly millenia. Vengeance would not 
be possible. But they could lay to rest the fragments of the other souls by marking their 
resting place, now that the XuanWu was dead. 


As more and more memories and despair had flooded into him, Wei Wuxian had felt himself 
losing control. It had been too much, even more than he had expected. So many voices all at 
once, and he’d been temporarily overwhelmed by it. 


The sword had wanted him. It had recognized Wei Wuxian both from the battle of the 
XuanWu as the person who had liberated it (even though it had been a joint battle with Lan 
Wangyji, Wei Wuxian was the one who had seen the sword... and apparently the sword had 
seen him as well), but it also seemed to be able to take advantage of the way his pathways 
were wider, scored open by the Xuanwu’s poison. 


There had been a resonance of some kind. A compatibility at the cellular level. 


Wei Wuxian shivered a bit, remembering the feel of the sword’s consciousness taking him 
over, like being shoved under water. There had been some sort of resonance from the 
XuanWu’s poison and the resentful energy from the XuanWu’s victims that had found a home 
within the sword. 


It had also resonated with the resentment in Wei Wuxian’s own mind. He remembered the 
moment that the sword had decided to turn on Lan Wangji. It had taken everything in his 
power to wrest control of his body back from the sword. The memory of it made his head 
throb. He had never lost control during Empathy before. 


He had expected the sword to be strong. He hadn’t expected it to be fragmented, with each 
shard of consciousness acting like a fishhook latching on and digging into Wei Ying’s own 
mind. Ripping it out had been excruciating, leaving him feeling like he wasn’t entirely sure 
some pieces of him didn’t get ripped out along with the sword. 


The memories of that moment were hazy, but he was pretty sure he remembered Lan Wangji 
looking both worried and furious. 


Wei Wuxian sighed. It always seemed to go that way when they were together. 


He took advantage of the moonlight to look at Lan Wangji in the bed set up beside his own. 
He really was unfairly beautiful. Even in sleep, his posture was perfect, his hair smooth as 
silk where it lay, unbound, on the pillow, the blanket pulled up to his chin in a perfectly 
unrumpled line. 


Nights were still relatively warm in Yiling, so the blankets on the beds were thin. The fabric 
did nothing to conceal Lan Wangji’s form the way it draped over the breadth of his shoulders, 


the flat stomach, or his muscular thighs. 
Or the bulge, even soft in sleep, between his thighs. 


Wei Wuxian snapped his eyes away from the sight. Lan Wangji always dressed modestly, his 
traditional cultivator’s robes concealing such sights from others. He had never seen the man 
outside of work when they were younger, but he imagined he would be livid at being ogled in 
such a way while he slept. 


Wei Wuxian needed to keep his thoughts in line. With the sword now contained and the 
source of its resentful energy clear, it would not take long to resolve. Lan Wangji would 
return to Cloud Recesses, and Wei Wuxian would take up the next night hunt that the main 
sects couldn't or wouldn’t handle, and they’d go back to the lives they’d been living for the 
past six years. 


It would be fine. 


Wei Wuxian looked at the sleeping face of the man who’d captured his attention six years ago 
and never really let it go. Wei Wuxian wasn’t lonely. He had Wen Qing and Wen Ning and a 
career that kept his endlessly restless mind engaged. He didn’t need more. 


His eyes moved over the beautifully sculpted features of the man sleeping beside him. It had 
been so much easier when he had thought Lan Wangji hated him, when he had been able to 
push down the hurt he felt with a nice, thick layer of righteous anger. 


Without that protection, Wei Wuxian just felt scraped raw, just like he had so many years ago. 
Lan Wangji was still the best person he had ever met. He was so righteous and steadfast and 
just... good. And beautiful, of course. Lan Wangji was fucking beautiful whether he was just 
walking down the street or sleeping or fighting. 


Or fucking. 


Wei Wuxian felt a flicker of arousal in his belly and made himself look away. Lan Wangji 
might not have intentionally blown up Wei Wuxian’s life to get rid of him, but he had still 
made it clear he wasn’t interested in anything like that from Wei Wuxian after their one night 
together. Wei Wuxian would only be setting himself up if he let his mind go too far down that 
path. 


Why on earth did Wen Qing put Lan Wangji in the same room as him? Even if Lan Wangji 
had been injured, there was more than enough space to have the illustrious Second Jade of 
Lan have his own room. Wei Wuxian’s home was not anything like the lap of luxury, and 
parts of it were at risk of falling down, but the one thing it definitely had going for it was a 
fuck tonne of space. There were at least six different bedrooms that were fully functional. If 
he didn’t feel so exhausted, he would go to his own bedroom and cede the sick room to Lan 
Wangji. 


It would definitely be in both their best interests. Hopefully by morning he would be 
recovered enough to manage it. 


He made himself think about the next steps in dealing with the XuanWu sword, instead. That 
was what the whole purpose of Lan Wangji’s even being at Wei Wuxian’s place was, after all. 
The sword was much more stable than it had been when they brought it, but would it be 
enough to hold it? Some of the spirit fragments had been put to rest just by fully viewing Wei 
Wuxian’s memories of slaying the XuanWu. The monster that had killed them was dead, and 
it was safe to rest. 


Some were still angry about being cast into the pit in the first place, and wanted revenge on 
people long dead and their remains properly put to rest. He’d made some headway there, 
explaining that the people who had wronged them were also dead, but there was still more to 
do. He was pretty sure he could handle the sword relatively safely now. He was equally sure 
that Wen Qing would be adamantly against him trying. But the process of pushing the 
sword’s consciousness out of his mind had given him control over it. He understood the 
sword now, and what it wanted. And it understood Wei Wuxian. 


Then there was the sword spirit itself, and the deep taint left by centuries in the belly of the 
XuanWu. The sword would always be a resentful artifact. He would just need to be able to 
design a seal properly to contain it. The sword wasn’t the type of thing that could be put to 
rest the way a human spirit was. And the resentfulness had sunk deep into the very metal of 
the blade, which meant it wasn’t going to be easy to destroy, either. Even if the metal were 
melted and reforged into something new, at its core, the resentment would remain. 


But as long as it remained in Wei Wuxian’s possession, he was pretty sure it would be fine. 
Once his brain stopped throbbing, he could start working on a long-term solution. But--for 
now--it was under control sealed and contained within the wards of his laboratory. 


The thought had no sooner crossed his mind when he felt a flare of heat along one of the 
sigils he had tattooed on his hip. 


Fuck. 


Someone was trying to break into the wards. 


Wei Wuxian threw the blanket aside and forced his body to stand, ignoring the dizziness that 
washed over him. The person he’d sensed when they’d arrived was making their move. He 
couldn’t let the sword fall into their hands. 


He stumbled slightly as he reached for Suibian , which Wen Qing had had the foresight to 
place by his bedside. A strong arm steadied him, keeping him from falling. 


“Wei Ying should be resting,” Lan Wangji said, his voice low and so close to Wei Wuxian’s 
ear that it made him shiver. He became acutely aware that he was wearing only his red boxer 
briefs and an old, loose tee-shirt. He felt his neck grow hot, knowing how offended Lan 
Wangji always was at the slightest impropriety of dress or behavior, but--for once--it wasn’t 
his fault. 


To his shock, Lan Wangji wasn’t dressed any better--a fact that the blankets had concealed-- 
wearing white silk sleep pants riding low on his hips, and nothing else. Wei Wuxian felt his 


brain momentarily short-circuit, but the heat on his hip reminded him there was business to 
be attended to that couldn’t take a back seat to ogling a shirtless Second Jade of Lan. 


“Someone’s breaking in,” Wei Wuxian managed, blinking to get the black speckles from his 
eyes from the dizziness that had washed over him, whether from the process of standing up 
or the proximity of Lan Wangj1’s bare chest, he wasn’t sure. 


He wished he had more time and better lighting to appreciate the view, but they had an 
intruder who appeared to be extremely determined to break through the wards. A second 
sigil on Wei Wuxian’s hip flared. 


“Fuck. This asshole is through the outer wards,” Wei Wuxian said, moving towards the door. 


“How do you know?” Lan Wangji asked, grabbing Bichen from where it was resting beside 
his bed and following without hesitation. Wei Wuxian blinked when he realized that Lan 
Wangji wasn’t questioning if Wei Wuxian was right , he just was interested in how Wei 
Wuxian knew. 


“Talisman,” Wei Wuxian said quietly, opening the door and moving as quickly down the hall 
to the rear stairs as he could on shaky legs. ““They’re through the rear entrance.” 


It wasn’t an explanation, but Wei Wuxian was not about to pull down his underwear to show 
Lan Wangji the tattoo he’d made on his hip as they walked silently down the hallway to the 
rear staircse. He could feel the man’s eyes on him, as well as the heat from his hand through 
the thin T-shirt Wei Wuxian was wearing. He wished he could send Lan Wangji back to the 
sick room, but the truth was Wei Wuxian was not sure he was really up to much of a fight 
right now, and the person breaking into his home was likely a cultivator of some skill, if they 
were able to get through the wards. 


He had back-up arrays near each entrance if the outer wards were breached. Working without 
a sect meant he had to be his own back-up plan. But triggering those were basically a last- 
resort option, given the force he had put into them. It would be better to avoid it unless he 
had to, but his body wasn’t exactly in fighting form at the moment. 


They made it down to the main floor without any sign of the intruder, and slowly approached 
where Wei Wuxian knew they had entered. 


The floor felt like it was tilting back and forth, and Lan Wangji kept a hand on the small of 
Wei Wuxian’s back, probably to steady him but honestly it only made Wei Wuxian feel even 
less steady. There was a flicker of movement to his left and he instinctively stepped to the 
side, just as a dark sword arced down towards him. 


It was caught on the edge of a glowing blue-white blade. Lan Wangj1’s grip on Bichen was 
steady and sure as he twisted his sword, then slashed immediately at the intruder. 


“Oh? Both of you? Ooooh, did I interrupt something?” the man asked, dancing back out of 
the way with the light-footed agility of a cultivator. He looked oddly gleeful at being caught, 
which made Wei Wuxian question the man’s sanity.. “I thought I did a better job at disabling 
those wards. They were a bitch to get through, by the way. Kudos and a big fuck you to 
whoever made them.” 


“Glad you liked them,” Wei Wuxian said, forcing qi into his limbs to try to steady them. 


He glanced at the nearest trigger point for the fall-back array. He’d need to get the man to 
move further into the middle of the room for it to work, at the same time keeping Lan Wangj1 
out of it. At full strength, he was pretty sure he could take the mysterious cultivator in a 
sword fight. As it was, he was more of a liability to Lan Wangji. He needed to make sure he 
didn’t fuck it up. 


The moon was nearly full, the silvery light streaming in through the large windows in the 
room. It put Lan Wangji at a disadvantage, with his pale skin and pristine white sleep pants 
seeming to almost glow, while the intruder was head-to-toe clad in all black. 


The attacker lunged at Lan Wangji, who easily met the blow. Wei Wuxian forced himself not 
to stand and stare at the sight of Lan Wangji’s muscles moving fluidly beneath his bare skin 
as he fought with the graceful, deadly precision. 


Wei Wuxian tried to get a read on their opponent as he moved to the light switch. Different 
sects had distinct moves in their sword forms. But the attacker was either not from a major 
sect, or had trained enough to be able to disguise his base style. 


Light flooded the room, making all three men wince but also making Lan Wangji less of a 
glowing target. Even with clear lighting, Wei Wuxian did not recognize their assailant. He 
leaned against the wall for support, trying to figure out how to tell Lan Wangji about the 
array without letting the intruder know. 


Lan Wangji was clearly the better swordsman, but he was fighting to contain the man for 
questioning, while the other was fighting to kill. The intruder was just fast enough to be able 
to move out of the way, though the man’s attacks seemed easily parried by Lan Wangji. 


“Wei Wuxian. Should I be offended that you’re sitting this one out? I didn’t think you were 
the kind of guy to just lay back and let your partner do all the work.” The man shot Wei 
Wuxian a considering look while dancing back out of range of Lan Wangji’s sword. 
“Actually, I think you’re not .” 


With those words, he flicked his hand in Wei Wuxian’s direction and a blade that Wei Wuxian 
had not seen came flying directly towards him. 


“Wei Ying!” Lan Wangji’s shout reached him as Wei Wuxian flung himself to the side, barely 
able to dodge the strike with the weakness in his muscles making him slow. 


The man used the momentary break in Lan Wangji’s attention to avoid a blow that would 
likely have struck.The blade embedded in the wall right where his throat had been an instant 
before, the blade sheened with what was most likely some sort of poison. 


“Lan Zhan! The blade is poisoned!” Wei Wuxian said, his eyes rapidly taking in the direction 
the fight was heading, the border of the array, and the nearest triggering point from where he 
was sprawled on the floor. 


Lan Wangji’s gaze snapped towards him, filled with worry, and Wei Wuxian realized the man 
thought he had been hit with the poisoned blade rather than just warning Lan Wangji to be 
careful. 


Their assailant took advantage of the momentary distraction, and Wei Wuxian quickly spun 
out the binding cord in the man’s direction, forcing him to split his attention between 
attacking Lan Wangji and avoiding Wei Wuxian’s spell. 


The tactic was only partially successful, as a thin red line appeared across Lan Wangji’s bare 
chest where the man’s blade had caught him. But it was shallow, and any poison it contained 
would spread more slowly than if it had caught a larger blood vessel. 


Without knowing what poison it was, Wei Wuxian didn’t know how much time they had. 
Fortunately, his attack on Lan Wangji had put the assailant inside the boundary of the array. 
Wei Wuxian nicked his finger on the edge of Suibian . He just needed to make sure Lan 
Wangji didn’t follow into the array and get trapped as well. There was only one option that 
came to mind. He just hoped that the Lan hadn’t changed their fight protocol. 


“Lan Zhan! Thirty-seven!” Wei Wuxian shouted. 


Evidently the protocol for ‘area strike incoming, get clear immediately’ was still the same, as 
Lan Wangji stepped back instead of towards the unknown man. Wei Wuxian didn’t hesitate to 
slam his hand down on the activation point, his blood hitting the key character required for 
the array to snap to full power. 


The man trapped within gasped, staggering only half a step forward before face-planting into 
the floor. 


“The fuck did you do!” he screamed, his voice sounding truly strained for the first time. 
Wei Wuxian ignored him, shoving himself to his feet and stumbling over to Lan Wangji. 


“Are you alright?” he asked, his hand moving towards the cut on Lan Wangji’s bare chest 
before pulling back, remembering the man’s aversion to touch. 


“T am fine. Was Wei Ying injured?” Lan Wangji asked, his eyes moving over Wei Wuxian’s 
body concernedly. 


“Lan Zhan! When someone warns you about a potentially poisoned blade, you don’t take 
your fucking eyes off the potentially poisoned blade!” 


“What happened?” Wen Qing asked, stepping into the room and taking in the scene before 
her. 


Her eyes skimmed over the man trapped face down in the array hurling curses at them then 
returned to Lan Wangji and Wei Wuxian. 


“He was cut with a poisoned blade,” Wei Wuxian said. “We don’t know what the poison is 
yet.” 


“Really?” The voice of the man pinned to the floor taunted. “Pretty sure you know this one 
better than anyone.” 


Panic slammed through his system at the man’s words. 


“Lan Zhan! We have to.. You need to...” Wei Wuxian couldn’t manage to get the words out 
as images of Lan Wangji’s spiritual pathways and core being eaten away by qi poisoning 
flooded him. 


“Wei Wuxian! Go to my office and get my medical bag,” Wen Qing snapped out, cutting his 
racing thoughts off. 


Wei Wuxian wasn’t able to respond, his eyes locked with Lan Wangji’s, searching to see if he 
were in pain or feeling the poison’s effects in any way. 


“Wei Ying. I am alright. The poison has not had time to spread significantly.” 


Wei Wuxian shook his head, unable to speak past the clawing fear and guilt. Lan Wangji was 
poisoned and it was all his fault. He remembered the horrible, burning agony of the 
XuanWu’s poison eating through his meridians, scorching his system and nearly destroying 
his core. It had been excruciating . 


Now Lan Wangji was going to have to experience it. All because Wei Wuxian had not been 
able to activate the array fast enough. He should never have allowed Lan Wangji to come. 
What had he been thinking? He had known someone was outside watching them. He should 
have gone after them right away. He had been so stupid, so arrogant to think he could handle 
the sword and keep him safe- 


“Wei Wuxian! Stop panicking and go get my bag . He will be fine. You were bitten deeply, 
with a heavy dose of the poison flooding into you with no barrier, and left untreated for over 
a week while we came up with an antidote. Lan Wangji was barely scratched. And we have 
the antidote already made. Just go get it!” 


Wen Ning walked into the room, his sister’s medical bag in his hand. The intruder was 
shouting at them, demanding to be released, but no one paid him any mind. 


“I heard the shouting. Hanguang-Jun, please come sit down and let Jiejie tend to you,” Wen 
Ning said. 


Wei Wuxian had never been so grateful to see Wen Ning in his life. He watched in a daze as 
Wen Qing handed a sachet of herbs for Wen Ning to begin brewing into the medicinal tea that 
would take care of any of the poison that had leached into his system, clearly writing Wei 
Wuxian off as being too distraught to be helpful. She then began quickly and methodically 
applying the salve to Lan Wangji’s wound to neutralize the majority of it that was still 
trapped in the shallow cut on his skin. 


Wen Ning glanced over from where he was working to look at the man who was trapped in 
the array. 


“Who’s that guy?” Wen Ning asked. “Do you know him?” 


Wei Wuxian finally was able to tear his gaze away from where Lan Wangji was being treated 
to look at the stranger in the room. Lan Wangji would be ok. Wen Qing would make sure of 
it. He trusted her completely. 


It was like a switch inside him flipped, with the fear and panic for Lan Wangji shifting 
abruptly into a dark, bubbling rage that curled through his veins. He looked at the smug smirk 
of the man on the floor. The man who had dared to harm Lan Zhan. 


His hand clenched around Suibian s hilt. 


“People always go on and on about your sword work and the shit you do with your dizi,” the 
man said with a smile, though his voice was strained. “But what the fuck is up with your 
arrays? What did you even do to me?” 


He began slowly walking towards the trapped man, ignoring the voices of his friends and Lan 
Wangji behind him. 


“Tve drained your core,” Wei Wuxian replied conversationally, as though talking about the 
weather. 


He felt a deadly calm settle over him. There was resonance in his body that was unfamiliar, 
an echo of what he’d felt when the sword had tried to take him over. The man on the floor 
tried to get up, but couldn’t even lift his head. 


“Then why does it feel like I’ve got a fucking elephant on my back. I can hardly breathe!” 
Wei Wuxian smiled. 


“Hm. That’s the second part of the array. If you stay long enough, the weight of it will 
smother you,” Wei Wuxian said casually, walking in a slow circle, careful to stay out of the 
array as he examined his prisoner from every angle. He could feel Lan Wangji’s eyes on him, 
probably disapproving, but he couldn’t do anything about it. He would deal with the threat 
that had broken into his home. 


“Who are you?” Wei Wuxian asked. 
The man grinned, though his eyes no longer looked amused. 


“If you wanted to get my number, all you had to do was ask. I like people to buy me dinner 
before tying me up.” 


Wei Wuxian narrowed his eyes, whistling out a set of strange, discordant notes. 


The array pulsed, and the man choked as the pressure bearing down on him increased. 


“Fuck! Let me go!” 
“You hurt Lan Zhan. The only question now is how quickly I will kill you.” 


“Wei Ying,” Lan Wangji’s voice came from behind him, but Wei Wuxian did not turn around 
to look at him. “I recognize him from the photo Brother sent. His name is Xue Yang. It’s 
unclear if he’s working for the Wen or the Jin. We need him.” 


“Su She is a fucking idiot. He was always the weak link in the chain. Figures he was the one 
who got me caught,” the man gasped, still looking more angry and intrigued than actually 
afraid, despite being actively smothered to death. 


“Selling a possessed spiritual sword to civilians and then being dumb enough to come after it 
in my house is what got you caught,” Wei Wuxian bit out. 


Xue Yang’s breathing was becoming more labored, his eyes more desperate. He wiggled the 
fingers on his hand, which Wei Wuxian now noticed was encased in a black glove with some 
sort of talisman engraved into it. 


“Look, I can take the sword off your hands. No one else knows how to handle it, except me. I 
know you tried to seal it but it won’t hold. I could feel it leaking out before you even went 
inside.” 


Wei Wuxian smiled darkly. “The XuanWu sword belongs to me now. I’m the one who set it 
free. I’m the master it’s chosen.” 


Xue Yang looked at him for a moment. “It let you hold it? What the fuck?!” 


Wei Wuxian was peripherally aware of Lan Wangji drinking the tea to complete the 
neutralization of the poison. The fact that Lan Wangji would be ok did not negate the fact that 
Xue Yang had tried to kill him. 


Wei Wuxian drew a breath to whistle again, when a large, warm hand was placed on his back. 
“Wei Ying. Brother is on his way. He will deal with Xue Yang.” 


“He hurt you,” Wei Ying said, his entire body thrumming with the need to crush the life out 
of Xue Yang. “The poison. It will damage you. It will hurt .” 


“Mm. But I am fine. Wen Daifu gave me the antidote that she created for Wei Ying. What 
happened to Wei Ying will not happen to anyone else.” 


Wei Wuxian felt some of the dark haze of anger recede somewhat at the steadiness of Lan 
Wangji’s voice and the feel of his hand on his lower back. 


“There could be other artifacts. Brother will need to find them,” Lan Wangji said, his voice 
calm and steady. 


Xue Yang was gasping on the floor, unable to speak with the pressure of the array bearing 
down on him, slowly smothering the life out of him. 


“Wei Ying. Look at me.” 


Wei Wuxian pulled his eyes away from Xue Yang and turned to face Lan Wangji. Golden 
eyes met his, clear and intense. Wei Wuxian glanced down to where Xue Yang’s blade had 
slashed across Lan Wangji’s chest. The wound was tiny, the bleeding already stopped and 
looked like nothing more than a slight scratch, the salve shiny on the pale contours of Lan 
Wangji’s chest. 


Lan Wangji’s hand moved from Wei Wuxian’s back, which was horrible, but then it brushed 
under his chin, lifting Wei Wuxian’s face back up to meet his gaze. 


“Wei Ying. I am here. I am fine. Please release him.” 


Wei Wuxian blinked. Being the focus of Lan Wangji’s attention, especially at close range, 
was always a bit overwhelming. But he nodded, letting out a slow whistle that eased the 
effects of the array. Xue Yang was still held down, but nothing that would kill him. 


“ Fuck!” Xue Yang gasped and coughed, then began cursing Wei Wuxian out while 
simultaneously asking him to teach him how to do that. 


Wei Wuxian hardly noticed him. Lan Wangji’s hand was still cupping the underside of his 
jaw, their eyes locked. There was something in Lan Wangji’s eyes that was dark and heavy 
and knowing in a way that Wei Wuxian felt impossible to look away from. He could smell the 
subtle scent of sandalwood coming from Lan Wangji’s bare skin. 


Wei Wuxian felt like he was the one who couldn’t breathe, despite being well clear from the 
array. 


“Hanguang-Jun. Please get Wei Wuxian out of here. He needs to rest. A-Ning and I will keep 
watch on our ‘guest’ and wait for Zewu-Jun,” Wen Qing said brusquely, breaking the 
moment. “Make him some of the restorative tea I left on his night stand. The resentful energy 
from the sword isn’t fully out of his system.” 


Wei Wuxian wondered when she decided she liked Lan Wangji enough to ask him to manage 
him, but he suddenly felt a wave of fatigue hit him. Being confronted with the poison that 
had almost killed him had him, seeing Lan Zhan attacked with it, had sent too many 
memories and emotions crashing through him to be able to process anything. 


Lan Wangji’s hand returned to the small of his back, which Wei Wuxian found himself 
leaning into. He let himself be led out of the room, back towards the sick room. The room he 
was evidently sharing with Lan Wangji. 


To be continued... 


Only Lan Zhan (only Wei Ying) 
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Wei Wuxian was so focused on trying to not read too much into the feel of Lan Wangji’s hand 
on his skin that he was surprised to find himself already back in their room. The moon 
outside was full, the moonlight streaming into the large bedroom window was bright enough 
that they didn’t need to turn the lights on in the room. 


“Wei Ying. Sit. I will make your tea.” 


Wei Wuxian let himself be guided back to his bed, watching as Lan Wangji moved gracefully 
over to the night stand with the small electric tea kettle used for boiling the water for the 
medicinal tea. 


He measured the dried herbs with clear, precise measurements, his long, elegant hands 
making the whole process look like art. The moonlight spilled in the bedroom window, 
gilding over the smooth contours of Lan Wangji’s arms and back as he focused on preparing 
Wei Wuxian’s medicine. 


He was so beautiful, it almost hurt to look at him. But Wei Wuxian couldn’t look away. He 
needed visual confirmation that Lan Wangji was ok. 


He had been so terrified that Lan Wangji would suffer the same way Wei Wuxian had when 
he realized the poison that had been on the blade was the same that had nearly killed Wei 
Wuxian. It was an irrational fear. He knew that Wen Qing had perfected the antidote years 
ago. But the memory of it had been too much, and all his fears had boiled over, making it 
impossible to think clearly. 


He needed to be able to see that Lan Wangji was safe. That Wei Wuxian had not caused him 
harm. He took a slow, steadying breath, trying to get himself together. The underlying 
exhaustion in his body wasn’t helping, and he needed to stay grounded in the present. 
Watching Lan Wangji’s graceful, methodical movements as he prepared the medicine was 
proving to be incredibly effective. He did not push Wei Wuxian to talk, and Wei Wuxian 
didn’t think he had ever been so grateful for Lan Wangji’s preference for silence. 


Once the water had boiled, Lan Wangji poured it over the carefully measured ingredients and 
set it steep. It struck Wei Wuxian that something must have occurred while he was sleeping 
for Wen Qing to have delegated this task. She was not one who trusted easily, particularly 
whe nit came to her patients. 


Even she must have seen how incredibly competent and reliable Lan Wangji was. Of all the 
cultivators he had ever met, Lan Wangji was the best. He was steady and strong, never 
feeling the need to show off or do something stupid. Wei Wuxian could watch him work 
forever and feel content. 


But he didn't have forever. He probably had about eight hours. 


Lan Qiren and Lan Xichen were on their way. When they arrived, they would take Xue Yang 
back. The sword was as contained as it likely ever would be. There was no reason for Lan 
Wangji to stay. He would only have this moment. Who knew when their paths would cross 
again, even if they were no longer actively avoiding each other? 


So Wei Wuxian let himself be weak just one more time and drank in the sight of his first love 
making him tea. It was uncharacteristically silent in the room, considering Wei Wuxian was, 
himself, an occupant, but he didn’t want to do anything that would disrupt the peace of 
watching Lan Wangji work. Was it any wonder that younger Wei Ying had fallen so hard for 
him? Older Wei Ying was faring no better. 


“Wei Ying. Are you alright?” Lan Wangji asked, for once being the one to break the silence 
as he walked over to stand in front of where Wei Ying sat on his bed. He looked so 
concerned, so earnest. It had been so much easier to let go of his feelings for Lan Wangj1 
back when he’d thought the man had intentionally harmed him. Everything he thought he had 
successfully locked away about his feelings for Lan Wangji had come spilling out again. 


Wei Wuxian loved him so much, and it was completely unfair. 


It was also unfair that Lan Wangji’s bare, toned chest and stomach were at eye level for Wei 
Wuxian. It was giving him thoughts that he absolutely should not be having. So Wei Wuxian 
did what he always did, and tried to deflect. 


“You’re the one who was poisoned. Shouldn’t I be asking you that?” Wei Ying tilted his head 
to the side and smiled brightly up at Lan Wangji to try to cover up both his fatigue and 
overall emotional messiness. 


“I am fine. The medication Wen Daifu gave me has neutralized the poison. But Wei Ying was 
still recovering from the sword when Xue Yang arrived. You seemed... unwell after.” 


Wei Wuxian looked away. Of course Lan Wangji had noticed him almost losing his shit. Lan 
Wangji was always a paragon of self-control, and Wei Wuxian was pretty much the exact 
opposite. He could still feel the anger bubbling darkly inside him at the thought of Xue Yang 
daring to attack Lan Wangji. 


“He tried to kill you. When you turned to look at me.” 


“Mm,” Lan Wangji said, stepping closer so that Wei Wuxian had to lean back slightly and 
look up at him from where he sat on the bed. “And that upset Wei Ying.” 


Lan Wangji was usually so careful about personal space. But if the man took another step 
closer, he would bump into Wei Wuxian’s legs. Without really thinking about it, he shifted his 


legs wider apart. 


Lan Wangji’s gaze flickered down, and Wei Wuxian thought he saw a shiver ripple over him, 
but it was likely just a cloud passing over the moon. He stiffened, and turned back to where 
the tea was steeping. 


“Of course it upset me! You came here just to make sure I didn’t fuck up and let the sword 
kill more people. You didn’t sign up to be my personal fucking bodyguard, and get injured 
from someone trying to break into my place.” 


Lan Wangji’s hand paused on the tea strainer, and he turned to look at Wei Wuxian for a 
moment. Wei Wuxian felt his chest constrict with a restless energy at the intensity of the 
man’s gaze. 


“My duty is to help contain the sword. But I came to protect Wei Ying.” 
Wei Wuxian didn’t know what to say to the earnest declaration from Lan Wangji. 


“I was forbidden from contacting you. After the XuanWu,” Lan Wangji said tightly, before he 
resumed pouring the tea through the fine metal mesh that filtered out the leaves and whatever 
else Wen Qing had added to the medicinal mix. His hands were perfectly steady as he poured, 
but there was a tautness in his frame. 


The words seemed laden with a meaning that Wei Wuxian wasn’t sure he was understanding. 
It seemed almost like a non sequitur to his statement before, but Lan Wangji never said things 
without purpose. 


“Forbidden? Because... because I had broken so many rules,” Wei Wuxian said, his 
shoulders hunching as he thought about how much Lan Wangji and his family must have 
disapproved of him for that to have happened. 


Lan Wangji set the teapot down sharply, turning immediately to Wei Wuxian. 
“No. Wei Ying. Not because of Wei Ying’s mistakes. Because of mine.” 
“You... Lan Zhan! You never make any mistakes!” 


Lan Wangji’s jaw clenched, and he seemed to be steeling himself to speak whatever was 
about to come next. Wei Wuxian could not imagine what possible mistake Lan Wangji could 
have made that he found difficult to give voice to. Unlike Wei Wuxian, Lan Wangji was 
always so methodical, so deliberate with his words and actions. 


“Untrue. I thought...,” Lan Wangji paused, seeming uncharacteristically hesitant. “... that I 
had taken advantage of Wei Ying. While he was under the influence of the poison. I 
submitted myself for discipline. But I did not reach out to you like I should have. I thought I 
did not have the right.” 


Wei Wuxian stared at him, trying to figure out how Lan Wangji’s words could possibly make 
any sense. Perhaps Lan Wangji had slipped into some other dialect and the words didn’t mean 
what they sounded like. 


“Lan Zhan... how could you possibly take advantage of me, when I was the one who had 
been throwing myself at you basically since I arrived at Cloud Recesses! I liked you so much 
and you could barely even stand to talk to me. I was the one who propositioned you in the 
Xuan Wu cave!” 


Lan Wangji’s ears looked red as he picked up the steaming cup and brought it to Wei Wuxian. 


“Wei Ying flirted with others. I did not think it meant anything. I had... liked Wei Ying. But I 
had never been interested in anyone before, and was unskilled in how to proceed.” 


Wei Wuxian felt like he must have misheard what Lan Wagji was saying, because the man 
had done nothing but ignore and criticize him at the time. 


“What?! Lan Zhan, you absolutely did not like me back then. You could barely stand to be in 
the same room as me! You reported me for every little thing I did wrong, and constantly 
criticized me. When I wasn’t doing something wrong, you ignored me!” 


Lan Wangji turned his head sharply to look at Wei Wuxian. 


“No. I always liked Wei Ying,” he said, his voice sounding both distressed and vehement at 
the same time. It was the most emotion he’d ever heard from the man. “That was why I 
always watched you. I... apologize. I wanted Wei Ying to be successful in the company. I 
was hoping that by correcting your behavior, you would settle into our ways and be more 
likely to be successfully hired into a full position.” 


“How is having a file full of violations supposed to help me get hired ?” Wei Wuxian asked, 
latching onto the one part of what Lan Wangji was saying that he could make himself process 
at the time. The idea that Lan Wangji had actually liked him back then seemed too impossible 
to handle at the moment. 


The flush from Lan Wangji’s ears had spread down to his neck. He looked away from Wei 
Wuxian, the cup of medicine still held carefully in his large hands. 


Lan Wangji’s expression shifted the tiniest amount, somehow conveying both distress and 
frustration. “The hiring process would require supervised night hunts by several of the elders 
on the council. If the elders were the ones to notice it, they would reject Wei Ying’s 
application. Someone went into the system and changed the tagging on the severity of my 
reports. If they had remained as I had entered them, they would have been purged from your 
file after six months, invisible to the elders.” 


Wei Wuxian could do nothing other than gape at the man. What Lan Wangji was saying was 
so disconnected from the reality that Wei Wuxian thought he knew and understood. Lan 
Wangji glanced at him, then continued. 


“And then, in the cave, we... were intimate. And I thought, maybe, Wei Ying had not just 
been teasing when he flirted and said outrageous things to me. But you lost consciousness, 
and I realized you had been much more injured than I had thought. Then the rescue team 
came, and said you had been poisoned. Many poisons can affect cognitive functioning.” Lan 
Wangji paused, struggling to find the words to continue. 


Wei Wuxian was able to fill in the blanks. 


“Oh, my god. Lan Zhan! So you thought... and that’s why you didn’t ever talk to me again? 
You thought you'd... you’d taken advantage of me?” Wei Wuxian heard the slightly 
hysterical edge in his voice, but he couldn’t hold it back. “I thought you regretted it! Enough 
to get me fired! I thought--” 


“ Never ,” Lan Wangji said, with vehemence. “I only regretted taking advantage of Wei Ying. 
When they said it was a mutual termination, I assumed you had quit because of what had 
happened.” 


“No, Lan Zhan! Never, I -” Wei Wuxian cut himself off. Something Lan Wangji had said 
earlier caught Wei Wuxian’s attention. 


“Lan Zhan, you said you submitted yourself for punishment. What... what was the 
punishment?” 


He was almost afraid to know. The Lan were known for being extremely harsh when it came 
to violations of their core rules. If a cultivator actually had taken advantage of someone in 
that way, it could lead to extremely harsh penalties. 


Lan Wangji pressed the forgotten cup of medicine into Wei Wuxian’s hands. 
“Wei Ying must drink while it’s still warm.” 


“Lan Zhan!” Wei Wuxian protested, but he couldn’t just drop the cup after Lan Wangyji had 
gone through the trouble of preparing it. 


“Drink,” Lan Wangji insisted. 


“Sit with me, Lan Zhan. Having you standing over me makes me feel like you’re about to 
bolt out the door as soon as you’ve completed your duty of getting me to drink it.” 


“Ridiculous,” Lan Wangji said, but he complied and sat on the bed next to Wei Wuxian. 


Wei Wuxian drank it quickly, ignoring the terrible taste. Lan Wangji’s expression shifted into 
a tiny frown at his haste, but all that mattered was that the medicine was taken. He showed 
Lan Wangji the empty cup, then leaned over to set the cup on the nightstand to set it down. 


“T drank Qing-jie’s tea. Now tell me about this punishment.” 


Lan Wangji looked down, his lips pressed together, but he inclined his head slightly in 
agreement. 


“I was forbidden from interacting with interns for three years. I was forbidden from 
contacting Wei Ying. And I submitted to physical punishment for my actions.” 


Wei Wuxian felt his stomach turn to ice. “Physical punishment?” 


Lan Wangjji looked straight ahead towards the door, not facing Wei Wuxian as he spoke. “It 
was necessary. Uncle refused to give more, because he doubted my version of events. We 
agreed that if you filed a complaint, the punishment would be increased.” 


Wei Wuxian felt horrified. How could Lan Wangji have been punished for something like 
this, without any verification that it had been nonconsensual?! “Lan Zhan, what was the 
punishment?” 


“It does not matter. I healed much faster than Wei Ying did from the poison.” 


Wei Wuxian felt his stomach clench at the word ‘healed’. Lan Wangji hadn’t just been 
punished. He had been punished severely enough that he had been injured . Injured badly 
enough that, even with his powerful golden core, he had required time to heal. 


“Lan Zhan, please. What did they do to you?” 


Lan Wangji hesitated, but he finally shrugged slightly and replied, still not looking at Wei 
Wuxian. “300 strokes of the discipline cane.” 


Wei Wuxian closed his eyes and drew a shaky breath, his hands resting on his knees as he 
hunched forward. If he hadn’t already seen Lan Wangji’s smooth, unscarred back he would 
probably be having a nervous breakdown. But even if it hadn’t scarred, 300 strokes of the 
discipline cane would have been excruciating. It would have taken weeks if not months to 
recover, even with a golden core as strong as Lan Wangji’s. 


And it was all Wei Wuxian’s fault. He should never have propositioned Lan Wangji in the 
cave. A hand brushed along the underside of his jaw, making him look back up at Lan 
Wangji’s face. 


“It was not Wei Ying’s fault. I should have spoken to you. I should have gone to you as soon 
as I was able. Brother thought... that there could be some misunderstanding on my part. I did 
not listen. It is my deepest regret, knowing all that Wei Ying suffered. I should have been 
there, with Wei Ying.” 


Wei Wuxian’s eyes were wide as the implications of everything Lan Wangji had just said 
swirled through his mind. Lan Wangji hadn’t regretted sleeping with him. He hadn’t ignored 
Wei Wuxian out of disinterest. He had thought Wei Wuxian had been unwilling or at the very 
least impaired by the poison. 


The very idea of Wei Wuxian not wanting Lan Wangji was so completely ridiculous that he 
didn’t even know where to start. 


“ Lan Zhan ,” Wei Wuxian said, all other words stuck somewhere in his throat. “You were 
also recovering. You... you didn’t know.” 


“If I had tried to find Wei Ying, then I would have found out. It is not an excuse.” 


They looked at each other for a moment. Wei Wuxian felt a desperate need to reach out and 
pull Lan Wangji to him, to hold him close and feel his unscarred skin beneath his fingertips. 


“Can I...,” Wei Wuxian began, knowing he was overstepping, but also unable to hold back. 
“Lan Zhan. Can I see?” 


He brushed his hand lightly over the bare skin of Lan Wangji’s shoulder, hoping the act 
would give voice to what he was currently unable to put into words. 


Lan Wangji hesitated a moment, then shifted, twisting his torso from where he sat on the bed 
next to Wei Wuxian to allow him access to his back. Wei Wuxian carefully pulled the smooth 
length of Lan Wangyji’s hair to the side, over one shoulder so he could see the man’s back 
without obstruction. The silvery moonlight made Lan Wangji’s skin appear even more 
pristine and jade-like, highlighting the contours of the muscles in his back in shadowy 
contrast. 


Wei Wuxian felt relief wash over him as he traced his fingers over the smooth, unmarred 
skin, noticing the way it shivered beneath his touch. Whatever Lan Wangji had suffered, he 
had recovered. He was ok. Wei Wuxian’s thoughts raced with the implications of Lan 
Wangji’s words. 


Lan Wangji had liked him . Had been erroneously punished for acting on his desires for Wei 
Wuxian. His sect had hurt him. 


Wei Wuxian felt a tidal wave of protectiveness flood through him, too late to be of help, but 
overwhelming nonetheless. He brushed his fingers along the muscled ridge of Lan Wangji’s 
shoulderblade, his other hand resting lightly on Lan Wangji’s bicep. 


He heard a sharp intake of breath from the man, but Lan Wangji did not pull away. 


“Lan Zhan did not do anything wrong,” Wei Wuxian said softly, tracing his hand soothingly 
along the flesh that had been damaged and healed long ago, along the top of Lan Wangji’s 
shoulders. 


It reassured him to be able to feel the strength and undamaged lines of the supple, fully 
healed flesh beneath his touch. Lan Wangji had suffered, but he was ok. At least, physically. 
He could feel the tremor that ran through Lan Wangji’s body at his words. He could only 
imagine the guilt Lan Wangji had carried for so long, believing he had somehow forced 
someone to have sex with him. It would go against every fibre of his being. As much as Lan 
Wangji had physically suffered, Wei Wuxian knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that the 
mental and emotional distress for him must have been so much worse. 


“Lan Zhan didn’t take anything that wasn’t freely offered.” Feeling daring he pressed a kiss 
into the deep valley of muscle between Lan Wangji’s shoulder blades, along his spine. 


A soft, choked sound escaped Lan Wangji’s slightly parted lips, and Wei Wuxian drew back 
from where he sat by Lan Wangji’s side. Lan Wangji’s back was still turned towards him, but 
Wei Ying could see the man’s fists clenched tightly into the bedsheets at his sides. 


And the growing tent in the white silk of Lan Wangji’s sleep pants. 


The sight of it made his breath catch. Abruptly, the point of contact where the outer edge of 
Wei Wuxian’s right thigh pressed against Lan Wangj1’s left from where they still sat side-by- 
side seemed ablaze with heat. 


He had reached out to Lan Wangji with the simple need to assure himself that the man was 
ok, that he had suffered no lingering effects from a punishment that he had not deserved. 


Seeing the evidence of Lan Wangji’s arousal to his simple touch was causing his own flash of 
desire to ignite in response. Lan Wangji had wanted him back then. Evidently, he still wanted 
him now, so much that even the lightest touches to his skin was making the Second Jade of 
Lan--known for his near infinite restraint--hard for him. 


It was a heady knowledge. 


Especially since, this time, there was no life-or-death threat that could cloud their judgement. 
Lan They had both made it clear how they had felt in the past. Owned up to their mistakes. 
What would be wrong with taking and giving pleasure to each other now? Didn’t they both 
deserve some happiness, after all that they had gone through? 


Wei Wuxian remembered the rush he’d felt back in the cave, seeing the thick, heavy evidence 
of Lan Wangij’s desire for him when he’d parted his robes. As restrained as the rest of him 
had been, the sight of it had felt so blatant and explicit, it had made Wei Wuxian nearly 
lightheaded with arousal back then. 


It was just as true in the current moment. But this time, he would get to experience it without 
the haze of pain clouding his senses. 


Wei Wuxian returned his hands to Lan Wangji’s back, the feel of the velvet-warm skin 
beneath his palms now taking on a new heat as he felt Lan Wangji shiver beneath his touch. 
He leaned closer, drawing in a slow breath of the clean, sandalwood scent of Lan Wangji’s 
skin, unshrouded this time from the scent of sweat and dirt that had blended with it in the 
cave. 


He wondered if Lan Wangji had taken many lovers over the past six years... how many 
others had seen him in this state? How many others had Lan Wangji desired? Knowing him 
as he did, he would guess very few. The Second Jade of Lan’s reputation was as it had always 
been: powerful and methodical, but also cold and unapproachable. People admired and 
revered him from afar, but they did not push to be his friend. 


It struck Wei Wuxian how lonely it must be... how isolated. It was a shame that someone so 
kind, amazing, and beautiful had so few people who were brave enough to appreciate him. 


Experimentally, he let his hands slide slowly over the defined ridges of Lan Wangji’s back, 
exploring the corded muscles of a man who had spent his life honing his body for battle 
against monsters that others would flee from. The broad shoulders tapered down to a narrow 
waist, his long, smooth hair pulled over one shoulder, flowing like silk. 


He was so beautiful. 


Lan Wangji held himself completely still throughout Wei Wuxian’s exploration, as though 
afraid any movement would make Wei Wuxian stop. The only thing that gave him away was 
the increased pace of his breathing, and the way his cock continued to slowly fill and 
lengthen, pulling the silk taut. 


Wei Wuxian swallowed, his own breath coming faster. They both had suffered so much due 
to others actions and their own insecurities. It still floored him to think that Lan Wangji could 
in any way have been insecure about how Wei Wuxian had felt about him six years ago. If 
anything, Wei Wuxian had felt like he had been too brazen about his fixation on Lan Wangji 
back then. 


But here they were, sitting on a narrow bed in Wei Wuxian’s sick room, Lan Wangji rock 
hard from just a few simple touches to his back, gripping the sheets hard enough to rip them 
in an effort to keep himself in check. Still holding back, as though he was not allowed to 
touch. 


Wei Wuxian decided to do something about that. 


He’d spent the past six years trying to forget the taste of Lan Wangji’s skin and the feel of 
those large hands pinning him down. Now those memories flooded back, making his body 
shiver with the memory of Lan Wangji’s body hard against his, moving inside him. 


His eyes fell to the thick erection jutting out from between Lan Wangji’s thighs. He wondered 
what it would feel like to close his lips around it, the thin barrier of fabric the only thing 
between them. 


“Lan Zhan,” Wei Wuxian said, his voice sounding strange to his own ears. Lower. Rougher. 
Like he had already been sucking Lan Wangj1’s dick. 


He let his hands move down Lan Wangji’s sides, then splayed one over the flat of his lower 
stomach. He could feel the muscles twitch beneath his touch. He slid to his knees on the 
floor, pressing Lan Wangji’s knee wider to make space for him between his legs. 


“Wei Ying,” Lan Wangji gritted out, a warning his voice sounding strained. 


Wei Wuxian looked up, wanting to make sure that the rest of Lan Wangji was ok with this. 
The intensity of the heat in the hooded, golden eyes that were locked on him erased any 
concerns that Lan Wangji was having reservations. He could see Lan Wangji’s pulse 
fluttering rapidly at the base of his throat, his eyes dilated as they fixed on him. 


Not breaking eye contact, Wei Wuxian slowly slid his hand down from Lan Wangji’s 
stomach, circling around the base of Lan Wangji’s now fully-erect cock without touching it. 
He wanted to give him plenty of time to stop him or pull back, if he did not want it. 


“Wei Ying, be sure,” Lan Wangji said, his body taut like a bowstring, pulled back nearly to its 
breaking point. 


Wei Wuxian let his lips curve into a dark smile as he shifted his hand, brushing his fingers 
lightly over the silk that covered the thick head of Lan Wangji’s dick, feeling the dampness 


that was seeping into the thin fabric, making it translucent. 


Lan Wangji made a cut-off, choking sound as Wei Wuxian leaned forward, letting the heavy 
weight of Lan Wangji’s erection fill the palm of his hand as he gripped it in the middle. He 
pulled the still-clothed shaft towards himself, closing his mouth over the head. Lan Wangji’s 
entire body shuddered at the contact. 


He swirled his tongue over the fabric and tasted the bitter hint of Lan Wangyji blended with 
the silk. 


“T’m sure about anything Lan Zhan wants me to do. Or wants to do to me.” 
Lan Wangji’s breath sounded like it had been punched out of him. 


“ Mark your words ,” he said through gritted teeth, golden eyes blazing down at where Wei 
Wuxian was kneeling between his thighs. 


Wei Wuxian would have grinned as he felt Lan Wangji’s large, strong hands fist into his hair, 
but his mouth was otherwise occupied. 
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Lan Wangji was struggling to keep his emotions in check as he walked Wei Wuxian back up 
to the room they had been sharing. He had been woken up from an exhausted sleep, only to 
find Wei Wuxian, half naked and stumbling for his sword to go fend off an intruder he was 
clearly in no shape to deal with. 


Lan Wangji still felt the rush of protective fear and adrenaline at the memory of the blade that 
had swung down towards Wei Wuxian. Lan Wangji had blocked it, and engaged Xue Yang 
but it had still been a close thing. All he could think about was protecting Wei Wuxian, and 
keeping him safe. 


Lying is forbidden . 


The mental reprimand came as he settled his hand low on Wei Wuxian’s back. He liked the 
feel of Wei Wuxian’s body beneath the spread of his hand. His eyes followed the way the 
loose tee-shirt showed the delicate arch of his collarbone, and the lush curve of Wei Wuxian’s 
ass showcased by his tight red boxer-briefs that made him want to slide his hand lower. 


He had many strong feelings when it came to Wei Wuxian. Protectiveness was definitely one 
of the strongest. He admired and respected Wei Wuxian’s keen intellect and rare genius, 
along with his bravery and forcefulness in helping those who needed it, and doing what he 
thought was right, regardless of the consequences to himself. Those feelings he had for Wei 
Wuxian were true and pure. He could understand them and express them to Brother and 
Uncle. 


But there was a vortex of darker feelings that Lan Wangji had that he had never been able to 
come to terms with or control. He had never had the types of fleeting crushes or felt the 
sexual attraction others spoke of growing up. Not until he had met Wei Wuxian. 


The desire he felt to lay hands on Wei Wuxian’s body, to make him writhe and scream in 
pleasure beneath his touch had been overwhelming six years ago. It had not lessened with 
age, particularly not when he knew exactly the way Wei Wuxian’s skin felt to his touch, or 
the sounds he made when Lan Wangji had pinned him down and fucked into him over and 
over in the cave. 


He had spent so many years fighting to not think about it, believing those memories to be ill- 
gotten gains. But according to Wen Qing--whom he was quite sure would absolutely find a 


way to incapacitate and castrate him if he had actually forced Wei Wuxian--it had been fully 
consensual. 


The crushing weight of guilt he’d associated with those memories was lifted, bringing all his 
desires once again to the forefront. He liked Wei Ying. He admired Wei Ying. He also, rather 
desperately, wanted to fuck Wei Ying. 


And then he had watched Wei Wuxian take down Xue Yang with his sheer genius, seen Wei 
Wuxian flooded with power, so angry at the thought of Lan Wangji being injured... 


Lan Wangji drew a steadying breath, telling himself that he needed to focus on making the 
medicinal tea for Wei Wuxian. Whatever feelings Lan Wangji might have, Wei Wuxian’s 
health must always come first. 


He could feel Wei Wuxian studying him, intense like he often was with that over-active, agile 
mind constantly working overtime in his head. He had always known Wei Wuxian would 
become an amazing cultivator. Seeing Wei Wuxian’s home, seeing him in action that night, 
had proved him right even beyond his already high expectations. Wei Wuxian was a once-in- 
a-generation mind. 


Lan Wangji wanted to spend the rest of his life watching Wei Wuxian tinker with talismans 
and artifacts, to puzzle things out with his boundless curiosity and intellect. 


It was something he had wanted six years ago as well, but had assumed that was a childhood 
wish that would never come to fruition. Now, with Wei Wuxian’s gaze upon him, with the 
way Wei Wuxian had gone utterly deadly in an instant when Xue Yang had scratched Lan 
Wangji with the poisoned blade... 


Lan Wangji tried not to hope. 


First, they had to address what had happened back in the XuanWu cave before he could even 
consider pursuing Wei Wuxian romantically. He hoped Wen Qing and Brother were correct, 
but he needed to be sure. He could not risk being wrong after everything that had happened. 


So he had forced himself to bring it up, to explain what had happened. The relief that poured 
through him at Wei Wuxian’s confusion about how Lan Wangij could possibly have thought 
he had not consented eased some of the guilt that had been eating away at Lan Wangji for 
years. 


“Lan Zhan... how could you possibly take advantage of me, when I was the one who had 
been throwing myself at you basically since I arrived at Cloud Recesses! I liked you so much 
and you could barely even stand to talk to me.” 


And then Wei Wuxian had learned about the punishment. Lan Wangji had merely wanted to 
explain why he had not gone to see Wei Wuxian immediately. He hadn’t expected Wei 
Wuxian to have such a visceral reaction to him having been punished years ago. 


“Can I... Lan Zhan. Can I see?” Wei Wuxian asked. 


He seemed so vulnerable, so devastated by the knowledge that Lan Wangji might have 
suffered a minor hurt that Lan Wangji had not been able to refuse his request. 


He had not fully considered how it would feel to have Wei Wuxian’s hands on his skin after 
so long. Lan Wangji had not been touched by anyone skin-to-skin in six years. Part of it had 
been his own form of penance for the wrongs he believed he had committed to Wei Wuxian. 
But it had also been that no one else had ever drawn his interest in that way. None before Wei 
Wuxian, and none after. 


For him, it was only ever Wei Ying. 


Wei Wuxian’s words of absolution, breathed softly against his skin, had something deep 
inside Lan Wangji unlocking. 


“Lan Zhan did not do anything wrong. Lan Zhan didn’t take anything that wasn’t freely 
offered.” 


And then Wei Wuxian’s fingers were replaced by his lips and Lan Wangji felt his entire body 
surge in response. 


He heard Wei Wuxian draw a deep breath, as though breathing in the scent of him, and he 
had to grip the bed sheets to keep himself from grabbing Wei Wuxian and pulling him into 
his lap. He closed his eyes, focusing on the feel of Wei Wuxian’s hands moving so gently 
over his skin. 


The arousal that always seemed to simmer just below the surface whenever he was near Wei 
Wuxian bubbled fully to the forefront. He could feel himself growing hard, his cock swelling 
and becoming heavy between his thighs, pulling against the fabric of his sleep pants. One of 
the benefits of wearing traditional cultivator robes when they were younger was the ability of 
them to conceal unwanted erections, which seemed to happen all too often when he was in 
Wei Ying’s presence. 


It was not a problem he had had with anyone else, before or since. 


Unfortunately, the thin, single layer of fabric he was currently clothed in would do little to 
disguise the effect Wei Wuxian’s innocent touches had on him. He didn’t want to pressure 
Wei Wuxian into anything so quickly. 


Wei Wuxian pulled back and Lan Wangji could feel him go still behind him. He tried to think 
of something to say to explain his body’s reaction. 


“Lan Zhan,” Wei Wuxian said, before Lan Wangji could speak, his voice low and rough and 
doing absolutely nothing to ease the state of Lan Wangji’s dick. 


He felt Wei Wuxian’s hands return to his back, then move down his body, one sliding to splay 
over the flat of his lower stomach, just a finger’s breadth away from where his dick was 
tenting the fabric of his pants. Lan Wangji’s words were frozen as Wei Wuxian slid to his 
knees between his legs, Wei Wuxian’s eyes fixed on Lan Wangji’s erection straining lewdly 
at the white silk of his pants. Rather than looking offended, Wei Wuxian looked... intent . 


Lan Wangji was briefly concerned he would cum without his dick being touched by anything 
other than Wei Wuxian’s gaze. 


“Wei Ying,” Lan Wangji repeated. It seemed to be the only word his mouth was able to form 
at the moment. He wanted to ask if this was ok, to ask if Wei Wuxian was sure, but the words 
did not materialize on his tongue. The sight of Wei Wuxian on his knees in front of Lan 
Wangji’s heavy cock made speech temporarily impossible. 


He thought he might be shaking with the force of his desire to finally, finally be able to hold 
Wei Ying in his arms like he had before. Only this time, it would be somewhere safe, with a 
bed beneath them and no confusion about consent. But he had to say the words. 


“Wei Ying, be sure,” he finally managed to force them out. 


At Lan Wangji’s words, Wei Wuxian’s beautiful red lips curved into a dark smile that made 
Lan Wangji’s entire soul want to pin him to the floor and fuck him for a week without rest. 


How had he ever lived without Wei Wuxian looking up at him like that? 
He hoped he would never have to again. 


Wei Wuxian brushed his fingers lightly over Lan Wangji’s erection, which alone would have 
been enough to make Lan Wangj1’s brain seize up, but then he added, “I’m sure about 
anything Lan er-gege wants me to do. Or wants to do to me.” 


Lan Wangji wondered if the sound of his restraint snapping was actually audible or only 
inside his head as Wei Wuxian leaned forward and wrapped his lips around the still-clothed 
head of Lan Wangji’s dick. The wet heat of his mouth, along with the heavy look in Wei 
Wuxian’s eyes as he watched him from between Lan Wangji’s legs made every ounce of 
control Lan Wangji had spent his entire life cultivating go up in flames. 


“Mark your words .” Then his hands were fisting into Wei Wuxian’s thick, silky hair, wanting 
nothing more than to drag Wei Wuxian onto the bed and pin him beneath his body. He 
wanted to feel Wei Wuxian warm and safe and alive against him. 


He wanted to fuck him until he was incapable of words. 


Wei Wuxian’s tongue laved across the head of his cock through the thin layer silk, the hot, 
wet suction of his mouth drawing every last drop of control out through his dick. He 
tightened his grip on Wei Wuxian’s hair, eliciting a moan from the man that sent vibrations 
up through his dick, nearly making him cum on the spot. 


It had been far too long since he’d touched himself. The feeling of Wei Wuxian’s mouth on 
him was more than he was able to handle. As much as his younger self had fantasized 
endlessly about having Wei Wuxian’s wicked mouth wrapped around his dick, he wanted to 
last more than thirty seconds. 


He wanted to be inside Wei Ying, he wanted to be able to give him pleasure, the way he 
remembered Wei Ying writhing beneath him in pleasure six years ago. He wondered if Wei 


Wuxian had been with others since then, feeling his stomach clench at the thought. He had no 
right to Wei Wuxian’s fidelity, not when he’d left him to nearly die. 


But Wei Wuxian wanted him now. He had been Wei Wuxian’s first. He was desperately 
hoping he would also be his last. But he wasn’t going to be anything if he came in four 
seconds flat. 


He wrapped his hand around the nape of Wei Wuxian’s neck, his thumb pressing just under 
the hinge of his jaw and pulled him back. The frustrated whine torn from Wei Wuxian’s lips 
had Lan Wangji’s other hand gripping the base of his own cock to keep from cumming. 


Wei Ying wanted him. It wasnt all just Lan Wangji. Wei Ying wanted it, too. 


The knowledge pulsed through his veins like a heartbeat, soothing a deeply scarred wound 
that he had never dared to try to heal. 


“Lan Zhan,” Wei Wuxian complained, pressing Lan Wangji’s thighs further apart to make 
more space for himself, trying to lean forward against Lan Wangj1’s hold. “Didn’t you like it? 
It wasn’t good? I haven’t done it before, but I can try to-” 


“No. Wei Ying was more than good. Too good,” Lan Wangji said. 


Wei Wuxian blinked, then let his gaze drop to where Lan Wangji’s hand was still tight around 
the base of his dick. Understanding lit Wei Wuxian’s expressive face, followed by relief, then 
a sort of sly, smugness that Lan Wangji instantly knew was going to spell trouble for his 
continued sanity. 


“Did Lan er-gege like to have this one’s mouth wrapped around him? Was that something 
you thought about back then? Having me on my knees as you used your dick to shut me up?” 


“Wei Ying, ” Lan Wangji snapped out through clenched teeth. 


Because, of course, Wei Wuxian was absolutely right and the thought of it, the near reality of 
it with Wei Wuxian kneeling between his thighs, was making Lan Wangji lose his mind. 


The delighted expression on Wei Wuxian’s face showed he knew it, as well. He was no 
longer fighting against Lan Wangji’s hold, and seemed content to lean into his grip instead. 
Something about it made Lan Wangji’s blood heat, feeding the dark possessiveness that he 
had felt for Wei Wuxian ever since meeting him. 


“You did! Oh, this is too good. The pure and illustrious Second Jade of Lan wanted to make 
annoying interns shut up by choking them on his giant cock?” 


Lan Wangji thought briefly about what Wei Wuxian would look like, choking on his dick, 
tears running down his face. Maybe one day. But at the moment, he would rather see Wei 
Wuxian’s face lost in his own pleasure. 


“Not any intern. Only Wei Ying. Always Wei Ying.” 


Wei Wuxian laughed again, but there was something uncertain about it. 


“Yeah?” He asked, tilting his head to the side, letting Lan Wangji’s fingers settle more fully 
on the side of his throat. “No one else ever caught Lan er-gege’s eye?” 


Wei Wuxian’s body positioning was intentionally provocative, but Lan Wangji could tell that 
the question was a serious one. He had misread Wei Ying’s loud brashness when they were 
younger as arrogance or taunting. He could see it more clearly now for the shield it actually 
was when Wei Ying was unsure of himself, or bracing for rejection. 


Lan Wangij’s younger self had been so foolish, and wasted so much of their time. Lan Wangji 
would make sure he did not repeat the mistakes of his youth. This time, he would be clear in 
what he wanted. In what he felt. 


“Only Wei Ying,” Lan Wangji repeated, meeting Wei Wuxian’s gaze fully, allowing him to 
read the full meaning of his words. 


Wei Wuxian froze, then his face flushed red. Lan Wangji decided he liked the look of a 
flustered Wei Ying very much. 


“Lan Zhan! You can’t just say things like that!” 


“Mn. I can.” He quickly set a spell to muffle the sounds from the room, then reached down, 
closing his hands around Wei Ying’s small waist and lifted him effortlessly up to place him 
down on the bed before him. “I will always want only Wei Ying.” 


Wei Wuxian made a slight, strangled sound but allowed Lan Wangji to place him how he 
wanted, silver eyes wide and watching him in helpless fascination. 


And, oh. 


Lan Wangji liked that very much. He tugged his pajama pants off, leaving them crumpled on 
the floor before straddling Wei Wuxian on the narrow bed. He leaned over him, bracing his 
arms on either side of Wei Ying’s shoulders, his knees on either side of his hips, pinning Wei 
Ying in. 


Wei Wuxian’s breath was coming in short gasps, the outline of his erection clearly visible 
through the red cotton briefs. Those needed to be removed immediately. Wei Wuxian’s lips 
slightly parted as eyes slid down over Lan Wangji’s chest and arms, then settled lower, where 
his dick hung heavily between his thighs, swaying slightly with his movement. Lan Wangji 
was not generally vain about his body. He had been trained since birth as a cultivator, and his 
physique simply reflected his occupation and self-discipline. But he would be lying if he said 
that the heavy-lidded desire in Wei Wuxian’s gaze didn’t make him glad to know his body 
was pleasing to Wei Ying. 


“Oh, fuck, Lan Zhan. Shit. You’re so perfect. So fucking hung ,” Wei Wuxian breathed, his 
hand reaching to encircle Lan Wangj1’s shaft. “It’s just not fair. If I didn’t already know you’d 
put that in me before, I wouldn’t think it would even fit. It’s a good thing you railed me in the 
dark the first time. Are you gonna fuck me with that now, er-gege? Pin me to this bed and-” 


Wei Wuxian’s stream of words were cut off as Lan Wangji tore the worn tee-shirt from his 
body, throwing it to the side like it had personally offended him. Wei Wuxian laughed as Lan 
Wangji made similarly short work of the man’s underwear as well. 


It had been dark in the cave, and both of them had been covered with grime. Here, he was 
finally able to see all of Wei Ying. The moon was setting further, but still bright enough to 
make out every inch of his skin. 


Wei Wuxian watched him, his lower lip caught between his teeth in a way that made Lan 
Wangyji want to lick it. 


He would. 
Soon. 


But first, he wanted to finally look his fill at the person who had captured his attention in his 
fist six years ago and never once let it slip. Shifting his weight to one hand, Lan Wangji used 
the free hand to trace a path along the toned, flat planes of Wei Wuxian’s chest, flicking over 
the brown, pebbled nipple. 


Wei Ying’s sharp intake of breath was duly noted, as was the way his dick jumped when Lan 
Wangji leaned down to follow the touch of his thumb with the tip of his tongue. 


“Wei Ying is beautiful,” Lan Wangji murmured against his skin. 
“Lan Zhan!” Wei Wuxian said, arching slightly on the bed beneath him. 


“Mm,” Lan Wangji responded, his attention already shifting to the intricate sigils mapped 
onto Wei Wuxian’s hip. 


Wei Wuxian’s genius, etched into his very skin. 


Lan Wangji could not wait to fuck him. He was so perfect. Lan Wangji did not deserve him, 
but he would work very hard to earn the right to be with Wei Ying. 


He would ask Wei Wuxian later what they meant. He was not currently in a state where he 
could pay attention properly, and Wei Wuxian’s brilliance deserved his full attention. 


“Has Lan er-gege missed this one?” Wei Wuxian asked, arching into the bed, the lithe line of 
his body making Lan Wangji nearly dizzy with arousal. “Or has he been busy with other 
people?” 


Wei Wuxian spread his legs until they bumped against Lan Wangji’s knees. Taking the hint, 
Lan Wangji shifted so he was kneeling between Wei Wuxian’s thighs, exactly where he 
wanted to be every day for the rest of his existence. 


“Do not ask questions you already know the answer to,” Lan Wangji reprimanded, sliding his 
hands up under Wei Wuxian’s knees and wrapping his hands around the strong, slender legs, 
lifting them up and spreading them wide, allowing him to see all of Wei Ying. 


“Lan Zhan! What are you-” he cut off as Lan Wangji leaned down and bit into his inner thigh, 
sucking a mark into the golden skin. “Ah! Lan Zhan! Be gentle with this one. Six years is a 
long time. I’m practically a virgin again! You’re going to take my virginity twice!” 


Lan Wangji did not want to look too closely at the absolute avalanche of dark, possessive 
satisfaction that roared through him at those words. He remembered seeing a small jar of 
petroleum jelly on Wei Wuxian’s night stand (likely put there by Wen Qing in an act of 
foresight that Lan Wangji was too grateful for to be embarrassed about). He reached over for 
it, nearly knocking the empty cup of tea in his haste, and dug two fingers into the jar. 


He slicked himself up with some of it, then used the rest to press two fingers into Wei 
Wuxian. He was so hot and tight inside it made Lan Wangji’s dick ache in anticipation to be 
inside his Wei Ying. 


“Ahn, Lan Zhan! So rough,” Wei Wuxian spread his legs wider, but Lan Wangji could see 
how they trembled, a reminder of how exhausted Wei Wuxian had been even before the fight 
with Xue Yang. 


“Wei Ying is still recovering,” he said, starting to pull his fingers out. They should wait. 
But Wei Wuxian’s hand gripped his wrist with bone crushing strength. 

“Don’t you dare stop now, Lan Zhan. I’m not injured.” 

Lan Wangji hesitated, but there was no uncertainty in Wei Wuxian’s gaze. 


“If Lan Zhan is worried about this one, then you'll just have to do all the work. I will just lay 
here, and let Lan er-gege use me as he wishes, however he likes.” 


Lan Wangji shuddered at the spike of arousal that the words evoked. The dark smirk on Wei 
Wuxian’s lips said that he had clocked Lan Wangji’s reaction. Wei Wuxian released his wrist, 
placing his arms limply over his head, allowing his entire body to relax and go pliant in Lan 
Wangji’s hold. 


“Do you like that, Lan Zhan? Does Lan er-gege like having me at your mercy, like a rag doll 
to fuck however hard and long you want to? You can put me in whatever position you 
wanted, and Pd just-” 


Lan Wangji had fully intended to take more time in opening Wei Wuxian up. They hadn’t had 
the benefit of experience (or lube) back in the cave, and he had wanted to take it slower this 
time. But somehow, Wei Wuxian always knew exactly how to make Lan Wangji’s control 
vanish, 


He had both hands gripping Wei Wuxian’s hips and was driving in, cutting off Wei Wuxian’s 
words, before he could even breathe. Wei Wuxian was hot and impossibly tight around Lan 
Wangji’s dick and he never wanted to be anywhere else except buried balls deep inside Wei 
Ying. He felt himself bottom-out, leaving both of them gasping for breath. 


“Lan Zhan, oh, shit,” Wei Wuxian’s words were slightly slurred, his body arched in a long, 
lean line, gripped tightly in Lan Wangji’s hands, pinned by his cock. And just like that, Lan 
Wangji was cumming, pulse after pulse, deep inside his Wei Ying. 


Wei Wuxian was still adjusting to the feel of Lan Wangji’s thick girth inside him, his walls 
clenching tightly around him. Lan Wangji slid his hands up along the smooth arch of Wei 
Wuxian’s back, one hand fisting into the back of his hair while the other arm braced against 
Wei Wuxian’s back, pulling him up into a bruising kiss. 


He was still hard, despite having cum, though less painfully so and he began to slowly rotate 
his hips, barely giving Wei Wuxian a chance to breathe as he took the kiss deeper. He was 
grateful for his cultivation training, the ability to use his qi for stamina meant he would not 
have to wait to continue fucking his Wei Ying. 


He moved his lips and teeth to paint a trail of bruises down Wei Wuxian’s throat and 
collarbone. 


“Lan Zhan! Already filling me up. How long have you been thinking about dicking me down, 
to cum so quickly?” 


Lan Wangji bit Wei Wuxian’s lips in response, kissing him deeply as Wei Wuxian laughed 
into his mouth. 


“Don’t stop. Don’t stop, Lan Zhan!” Wei Wuxian said when Lan Wangji moved his mouth 
lower to lick and bite at Wei Wuxian’s nipples. 


“Won't,” Lan Wangji breathed, increasing the movement of his hips, feeling himself grow 
harder again almost immediately, his desire for Wei Wuxian all consuming. 


He focused on using his mouth and hands to find the spots on Wei Wuxian’s body that made 
him gasp and arch, the spots that made his dick leak. He would be diligent in mapping out 
every source of pleasure for Wei Wuxian for the rest of their lives, learning his body and 
mind, inside and out. 


Wei Wuxian’s babbled words of praise and demands washed over him as he drove into him 
again and again, until Wei Wuxian sounded almost delirious with pleasure. He wrapped his 
hand around Wei Wuxian’s dick, pumping him only twice before the man was coming apart 
beneath him, spilling over his hand. The sight of it had Lan Wangji rapidly following suit. 


He would have easily kept going, despite having already cum twice, but Wei Wuxian’s eyes 
were drooping with exhaustion. Lan Wangji carefully picked him up, ignoring his protests as 
he gently carried him to the en suite bathroom. 


Wei Wuxian almost fell asleep as he stood under the warm spray of the shower, leaning 
against Lan Wangji as he carefully washed him. Wei Wuxian tried to return the favor, but Lan 
Wangji took the cloth and washed himself, one arm still around Wei Wuxian. 


“Don’t you want me to take care of you, Lan Zhan?” Wei Wuxian asked sleepily. 


Lan Wangji’s body reacted to the unintentional innuendo (being naked in the shower with 
Wei Wuxian had been challenging enough), and he turned his hips slightly to make the 
outcome less blatant. 


“Mm. Wei Ying can take care of me after he has rested.” 


Wei Wuxian blinked up at him. “So you’re not leaving tomorrow? When your family 
comes?” 


“T will stay.” 


The relief on Wei Wuxian’s face made Lan Wangij wish he was better at words, that he could 
somehow express that there were no limits for what he would to do stay by Wei Wuxian’s 
side, now that he knew he was wanted there. He would have to make sure he showed Wei 
Ying, every day. 


Wei Wuxian looked like he had more questions, but his words were cut off by a yawn that 
Lan Wangji found somehow incredibly endearing. 


“Tt is time for sleep,” Lan Wangji said, shutting off the water and grabbing one of the large 
towels, wrapping it around Wei Wuxian. 


“I’m not tired, Lan Zhan,” Wei Wuxian objected, though his words were slurred with 
exhaustion and his eyes were already drifting closed. 


“Mm,” Lan Wangji replied fondly. 


He dried himself off, then quickly finished drying Wei Wuxian before picking him up and 
carrying him back to the bed. 


“I can walk, Lan Zhan!” Wei Wuxian mumbled against the base of Lan Wangji’s throat. 


Wei Wuxian was asleep within seconds of Lan Wangji pulling the covers over him. Lan 
Wangji watched him for several minutes, drinking in the sight of him. His uncle would not be 
pleased, but there was no doubt in Lan Wangji’s mind that he was making the right choice. 


He slid into the bed, tucking Wei Wuxian’s back to his chest and drawing the blanket over 
them. 


Dawn was still several hours away, so Lan Wangji allowed himself to drift off to sleep, the 
feel of Wei Wuxian safe and warm against him. 


Lan Wangji woke automatically at 5am despite the fatigue in his body. He was briefly 
disoriented, his mind heavy with sleep in a way it generally wasn’t. There was a soft warmth 
curled against his side, an arm and a leg slung across him. 


Wei Ying. 


Wei Wuxian was dead asleep, still pressed against his side, Lan Wangji’s arm beneath his 
shoulders and curled over his slender waist. He could feel the soft breath against his bare 
chest as Wei Wuxian slept. A wave of protective possessiveness so powerful it nearly 
drowned him washed over him. Wei Wuxian was his, now. He could not let him go again. He 
shifted his arm, pulling Wei Wuxian gently closer, though not enough to wake him. 


His large hand fit naturally in the narrow dip of Wei Wuxian’s small waist and over the flare 
of his hip. Like it was meant to be there... like it was made for him. Lan Wangji felt his dick 
stir beneath the sheet, lengthening against his stomach as it filled. 


He closed his eyes, trying to regulate his thoughts. But he had yearned for this for so long . 
Wei Ying was by his side, wanted Lan Wangji in his life. In his bed. 


It was overwhelming, and the self-discipline Lan Wangji had worked his life to build 
crumbled before the force of his love for Wei Ying. 


Images of fighting together against Xue Yang, the way Wei Wuxian had gone cold and deadly 
when the man had landed just a small scratch on Lan Wangji were seared in his mind’s eye. 


How Wei Wuxian had looked on his knees between Lan Wangji’s thighs. His hands tingled 
with the memory of how it felt to curve around the full globes of Wei Ying’s ass as he thrust 
into him, filling him up... the memory of Wei Ying telling him that no one else had ever been 
between his thighs, that he was only Lan Zhan’s and no one else’s. 


His dick was rock-hard and leaking against his stomach. They had not bothered dressing 
when they had returned to bed. There were no barriers between him and Wei Ying’s body. 


He wanted nothing more than to roll Wei Wuxian onto his back and press into him again, to 
feel him tight and hot around his dick, knowing that he was the only one who would ever 
know what Wei Ying felt like from the inside, that it was only Lan Wangij who would know 
what Wei Ying looked like when he came. 


He didn’t understand why he felt such a primal, physical need for Wei Wuxian, when he’d 
never felt even the slightest sexual interest in anyone else his entire life. But here, lying next 
to Wei Wuxian in the narrow bed, even after having sex just a few hours ago, Lan Wangji 
painfully hard again, his dick swollen and heavy between his thighs. 


He wanted Wei Ying with a hunger that he thought would never be sated, no matter now 
many times he fucked him, no matter how long they were together. They could cultivate to 
immortality, and he would still want Wei Ying with a desperation that was overwhelming and 
all-consuming. He could feel his dick pulse with each beat of his heart, a steady drip of 
precum falling onto his stomach. 


He would never get enough of Wei Ying. 


But at the moment, what Wei Wuxian needed was rest. His body, core and meridians had 
been over-taxed. 


Lan Wangji closed his eyes, drawing a slow breath to try to fight back his arousal. They had 
time, now. They had the rest of their lives. He would wait. 


He could feel the soft, warm puffs of Wei Ying’s breath against his bare chest, brushing 
almost like a caress against his nipple. Lan Wangji clenched his teeth against the urge to pull 
Wei Wuxian on top of him and find out if he was still loose enough from their activities 
during the night, still sufficiently filled and slick with his seed, for Lan Wangji to fuck up into 
him without prep. 


But he would take responsibility for Wei Wuxian’s health now, unlike what he had done 
before. 


He would not put his own base needs above Wei Wuxian’s health. He splayed his hand wider 
on Wei Wuxian’s hip, forcing his breathing and heartbeat to slow and moderate. He would 
meditate for a while, allowing his body to rest. His uncle and brother would be arriving in 
Yiling by midday, and there would be business to attend to. 


He would need to inform them of his decision to leave the family company. He would not be 
parted from Wei Ying again, and he could not imagine ever asking the man to work for Cloud 
Recesses after what had happened. If Wei Wuxian did not feel comfortable with Lan Wangji 
moving in with him, then Lan Wangji would look for a place in Yiling. He used the 
distraction of thinking through the logistics of his move, ignoring his body’s response to 
lying next to Wei Ying, hoping it would eventually lead to sleep. 


“Mm, Lan Zhan. It’s only been a few hours. How are you already so hard again?” 


Lan Wangji woke to the sound of Wei Wuxian’s voice murmuring in his ear. And the feel of a 
hand moving lazily up and down his (still) very hard dick. He opened his eyes to see Wei 
Wuxian looking sleepily up at him from where he was still tucked up against Lan Wangji’s 
side. Mid-morning light filled the room, meaning they did not have long before his uncle and 
brother arrived. 


“Lan er-gege. You really have to take better care of yourself. You shouldn’t let the tension 
build up like this,” Wei Wuxian said, a teasing lilt in his voice that had Lan Wangji hardening 
further in his grip. 


“Mn. That is Wei Ying’s job now,” he said breathlessly, nearly dizzy with his love and desire 
for Wei Ying. 


Wei Wuxian laughed and grinned wickedly, pushing the sheet down, then shifting over to 
settle between Lan Wangji’s thighs. 


“Then this one will be more than happy to take responsibility. We can’t have you walking 
around with this all day,” he said, thumbing over the wet head of Lan Wangji’s weeping 
erection. “We’ll be having visitors pretty soon. Let’s get this taken care of for you, hm?” 


Wei Wuxian’s hot, wet mouth closed over the head of Lan Wangji’s cock. All he had time to 
think about was whether the silencing talisman had likely worn off or not before his mind 


whited out at the feel of Wei Wuxian bringing him over the edge. 


Less than an hour later, Lan Wangji followed Wei Wuxian downstairs. They entered the 
kitchen to find an elderly woman stirring a pot of congee. 


“Popo!” Wei Wuxian said happily. “I didn’t think you’d be back to visit us for another 
week!” 


“Hm,” Popo said, her sharp eyes taking in the marks on Wei Wuxian’s throat before shifting 
to study Lan Wangji. 


“This is Lan Zhan, Lan Wangji!” Wei Wuxian said, slipping his arm around Lan Wangji’s 
waist. “He helped me with the last hunt, and with an intruder last night. Hopefully Qing-jie 
told you to avoid the back rooms.” 


“She didn’t need to. I heard someone cursing when I came in this morning.” She hadn’t taken 
her eyes from Lan Wangji while she spoke. After a moment, she seemed to reach some sort 
of conclusion, and nodded. “Our A-Ying is skinny. Make sure he eats. You may call me 
Popo.” 


Lan Wangji bowed as best he could with Wei Wuxian’s arm still around his waist. 
“This one thanks Popo for her care of Wei Ying.” 


“Hm,” the woman acknowledged, then turned to dish them each a large bowl of congee. “Eat. 
You have guests arriving.” 


“Thanks, Popo!” Wei Wuxian beamed, happily accepting a bowl of steaming congee, heavily 
seasoned with chili, judging by its color. 


Lan Wangji was grateful to see that his was plain, and bowed again in acknowledgement. 
Whoever ‘Popo’ was, she seemed exceptionally observant and wise. Lan Wangji would give 
her the respect she deserved. 


“Good boy,” she said, as though reading his thoughts. 
Wei Wuxian laughed while Lan Wangji’s ears flushed red. 


Lan Wangji was expecting a knock on the door announcing his brother and uncle. They had 
texted him when they arrived in Yiling, and he was surprised they weren’t at the house yet. 
Wei Wuxian’s phone chimed shortly after they had finished their breakfast. 


“Ah. Qing-jie says we have guests. Let’s go out and see if your uncle still hates me as much 
as he used to!” 


Lan Wangji frowned in confusion as they headed for the main entrance. Wei Wuxian noticed 
his expression (Lan Wangji had forgotten how close attention Wei Wuxian had always paid to 
him, picking up on things that no one but Brother had ever been able to read). 


“They are in an outer building. We will meet them there,” Wei Wuxian said. “We don’t allow 
guests in the main house.” 


Lan Wangji did not comment that he had been allowed in. He slanted a look at Wei Wuxian, 
and saw the slight flush on the man’s cheeks as he realized the implications of his slip. 


They walked down the front steps and turned towards a small building that was detached 
from the main structure, near where the cars were parked. Lan Wangji was unsure what its 
original purpose was, but it was clear that Wei Wuxian now used to entertain guests that he 
did not feel like allowing into his home. Given what his home contained, it was a logical 
decision. 


They entered the building to find Wen Qing facing off against Lan Qiren and three senior 
disciples, as well as Lan Xichen. The room was not really large enough to hold so many, 
containing only a medium sized table and five chairs. 


“Uncle. Brother,” Lan Wangji said, bowing to them both as he entered the room. He nodded 
in acknowledgement to the others, though he was uncertain as to the reason for their 
presence. 


“Wangyji,” Lan Qiren greeted in return, glancing over towards Wei Wuxian who was standing 
back somewhat, letting Lan Wangji greet his family. “We heard you were injured and that 
there had been an attempt to take the sword. We have been kept waiting here.” 


Wei Wuxian stepped forward. “My home is warded against outsiders. This is the room where 
all visitors are received.” 


Wen Qing said nothing, but Lan Wangji got the sense that she had already informed his uncle 
about this. Lan Qiren was an extremely powerful figure in the cultivation world. Even the 
major sects all welcomed his presence. For him to be left to cool his heels in such a place was 
clearly something he had not experienced before. 


“T assume you are here to collect Xue Yang?” Wei Wuxian asked, looking at the number of 
cultivators assembled. 


Uncle was apparently taking no chances with the potential escape of a prisoner who had not 
only been materially involved in stealing dangerous artifacts that were supposed to be under 
Lan protection, but attacking one of the bloodline heirs to the clan. It would be a matter of 
extreme disgrace if Xue Yang were to disappear on their watch. 


Lan Qiren seemed to gather himself. He might not like being left to stand on the proverbial 
doorstep, but he also recognized he was not in a position to make demands. 


“If you would escort us to him, we will ensure he is property dealt with. On behalf of the 
Lan, I apologize for our lapse in security that has led to this sequence of events,” Lan Qiren 
said. 


Lan Wangji laid a hand on Wei Wuxian’s arm when the man drew a breath to respond, likely 
brushing Lan Qiren’s words. Lan Qiren noticed the gesture, and gave out a short huff, but did 
not object. 


Instead, he bowed extremely low to Wei Wuxian, Lan Xichen and the other disciples 
following suit. Having his arm on him, Lan Wangji could feel the way the man nearly 
flinched in surprise. 


“The Lan owe you a much greater apology for your extreme mistreatment by our 
organization while you were an intern. Our lapse in security and over-reliance on our rules 
and systems not only allowed dangerous artifacts to be taken from our care, but also nearly 
cost you your life. We have transferred a monetary amount to your account as partial 
reparation, but understand if this is not sufficient.” 


Wei Wuxian was wide-eyed, utterly frozen in shock at the sum Lan Qiren then mentioned. 
Lan Wangji was glad to hear the sum seemed to represent not only the actual lost wages, but 
also the reputational damages and compensation for pain and suffering. It was not sufficient, 
but it was at least an official acknowledgement that the Lan had been in the wrong. 


The root cause of the issue must still be addressed. 


“The blade that Xue Yang used to attack me was coated in the same poison Wei Ying nearly 
died from. Wen Diafu treated me, using the cure she created after Wei Ying was expelled 
from Cloud Recesses hospital,” Lan Wangji said. 


Lan Qiren looked up from where he was still bent deep in his bow at Lan Wangji’s words. 
The Lan were now even more in Wei Wuxian and Wen Qing’s debt, something that Lan 
Wangji wanted to ensure his uncle and the rest of his family took seriously. 


“Ah, Lan Zhan! It wasn’t... It's fine! PI just...” Wei Wuxian looked frantically for guidance 
from Wen Qing, then Lan Wangji. Neither of them felt any need to help Wei Wuixan ease the 
moment, with the entire Lan delegation still bowed to him, awaiting his response. 


Lan Wangji watched Wei Wuxian panic, finding amusement in the fact that Wei Wuxian 
could face down a horde of demons with much more confidence than he could face formal 
gratitude and apologies given to him. Most would consider Wei Wuxian to be the more 
confrontational of the two. Lan Wangji’s family knew better. 


Lan Wangji’s moral lines were drawn hard and deep and he had never felt the slightest need 
to allow others to save face if they crossed them. He was just less noisy about it than Wei 
Wuxian. 


Wei Wuxian flailed for another moment, then hastily bowed. 
“Please stop bowing. It’s... PI just bring Xue Yang here.” 


Lan Xichen straightened along with the rest of the delegation, a frown forming on his brow. 
“Do you require assistance?” 


Wei Wuxian shrugged. “Nah, I’m good. One of my arrays has completely core drained him. 
He won’t be much trouble for at least a week or two.” 


Both Lan Xichen and Lan Qiren exchanged a surprised glance that Wei Wuxian did not see as 
he fled to get their prisoner. Lan Wangji watched him go, a feeling of overwhelming fondness 
rising in him. 


“Ts he truly alright to handle Xue Yang alone?” Lan Xichen asked. 


“Mm,” Lan Wangji said, somewhat smugly. “The wards and arrays that Wei Ying has set 
throughout his home are significantly stronger than anything at Cloud Recesses. Many are 
active, rather than simply warning or acting as a barrier.” 


Lan Qiren looked over at the house thoughtfully, clearly interested in learning more but 
aware he was not invited to do so. 


“The sword is contained?” Lan Qiren asked. 


“Wei Ying has significantly reduced its power, but laying the spirits to rest of the dead in the 
XuanWu cave will aid further.” Lan Wangji explained the nature of the sword and its 
abilities but did not disclose the techniques Wei Wuxian had used to subdue it. 


Wen Qing watched the exchange, but remained silent the entire time. 


“We heard from Su She that Xue Yang had been the one to take the sword, initially. He was 
supposed to deliver it to Wen Xu, but--instead--decided to sell it to unsuspecting civilians,” 
Lan Xichen said. 


“Why?” Wen Qing asked, frowning. “Surely the Wen would have been able to provide more 
money than a civilian for such an item.” 


Lan Xichen grimaced slightly. 


“Evidently he simply... found it amusing to see what the sword did. He was hoping it would 
kill more cultivators, and was put out that Wei Wuxian was able to stop it. He has been rather 
fixated on him, since.” 


Lan Wangji bristled, his hand going to the hilt of Bichen. 


“Su She is in our custody and is going to face discipline for his actions,” Lan Qiren said. 
“Xue Yang will as well.” 


“What does that mean, ‘face discipline’?” Wen Qing asked, her eyes narrowing. “Is Wei 
Wuxian going to need to watch his back for the rest of his life?” 


Lan Xichen bowed to her, acknowledging her concern. “The Lan edicts are very clear on 
such matters. The punishment must fit the crime, both in terms of what the outcome of the 
crime was, as well as the person’s intent in committing it.” 


Wen Qing looked at him unflinchingly. 


Lan Xichen’s smile hardened. “If the outcome of an act was the deaths or near deaths of 
nearly a hundred civilians and cultivators, and the reason for doing it was greed, power, or 
amusement, there can be only one appropriate punishment. As a member of our sect, Su She 
was aware of this.” 


“Xue Yang was not a member of your organization,” Wen Qing replied, though she looked 
mollified. 


“True. But he chose to deal with us, and the civilian authorities have already ceded 
jurisdiction to the Lan on this issue. Neither the Wen nor the Jin are claiming Xue Yang, 
despite evidence he was funded by both organizations. He will face the same outcome.” 


“And Wen Xu?” Wen Qing asked, though her expression said she already knew the answer. 


“Wen Ruohan claims Wen Xu had no knowledge that the artifacts were stolen, merely that 
the Lan decided not to store them. So Wen Xu was trying to take responsibility to prevent 
such an event as what occurred at Mo Village,” Lan Qiren said. 


Wen Qing rolled her eyes. The Lan were too reserved to do the same, but it was clear they 
felt the same. Unfortunately, there was no proof either way, and with the Lan’s own security 
being the reason any of these events were possible, they could not press harder. 


Lan Wangji did not like it, but he knew it was unavoidable. The door to the small building 
opened, and Wei Wuxian appeared, with Wen Ning dragging a semi-conscious Xue Yang 
behind him. Xue Yang was bound in glowing cords of pure qi, a technique Wei Wuxian had 
been playing with back in Cloud Recesses that they had deployed against the XuanWu. He 
had evidently improved upon it since then. 


The senior Lan disciples took the prisoner from Wen Ning, studying the cords with interest. 


“They will hold for 24 hours. I modified the talisman a bit to grow stronger if he tries to use 
resentful energy.” 


Lan Wangji felt his lips twitch at the shocked expressions on the Lan faces at Wei Wuxian’s 
casual mention of being able to modify an already complex talisman on the spot. 


“You're handing me over to them ?” Xue Yang complained, struggling much more than he 
had before. “What the fuck?! I don’t mind being tied up by you, but I sure as fuck don’t want 
to be tied up by them!” 


One of the Lan, it wasn’t clear whom, silenced him. 


“We should not delay in returning him to Cloud Recesses,” Lan Qiren said. “Wei Wuxian, 
please inform us if there is ever any issue regarding the sword. It is not a burden you should 
have to bear alone, given it was the Lan’s responsibility. Given what my nephew has 
described of your warding system, I might reach out to consult with you on improving the 
security at Cloud Recesses.” 


“Uh, ok?” Wei Wuxian asked, glancing over at Lan Wangji to see if this was some sort of 
joke. 


Lan Qiren had never been a supporter of Wei Wuxian in the past. Lan Wangji was grateful 
that his uncle could at least learn from his mistakes. Still, it did not change Lan Wangji’s 
mind on what he had decided the previous night. 


“T will be staying with Wei Ying,” Lan Wangji stated calmly as the rest of the Lan contingent 
readied to depart. 


Lan Qiren stilled. Neither he nor Lan Xichen seemed surprised at the statement. His brother 
smiled softly, while his uncle looked resigned. 


In fact, the only person in the room who seemed surprised at all was Wei Wuxian. 
“Lan Zhan?” He asked, turning to look at him. 
“T can find an apartment in town if Wei Ying prefers.” 


“No! You can stay here with me! I mean... I have plenty of rooms. And it will be safer. To 
have you behind the wards. With me.” 


“Mm,” Lan Wangji replied, feeling arousal stir at the sight of the red blush creeping up Wei 
Wuxian’s neck and cheekbones. 


“Hmph,” Lan Qiren said, though he did not look particularly angry. “I suppose there is 
nothing we can do to dissuade you, Wangji. I will write your status as taking an extended 
sabbatical from Cloud Recesses.” 


Lan Wangji did not reply. They both were aware it was not likely to be temporary, but this 
would allow Uncle to have something to say to the elders when he returned without him. 


Besides, Lan Wangji had not yet spoken to Wei Wuxian in detail about their future.. 


Wei Wuxian had gone oddly quiet beside him, his eyes fixed on Lan Wangji with a hooded 
intensity (completely ignoring the muffled noises coming from Xue Yang) as the Lan 
contingent left. 


Lan Xichen lingered behind, laying a hand on Lan Wangji’s shoulder before turning and 
bowing formally to Wei Wuxian. 


“Please take care of my didi, Wei Wuxian,” Lan Xichen said. 

Wei Wuxian’s eyes widened, and he returned the bow. 

"I... of course! I will make sure Lan Zhan is safe." 

Lan Xichen gave Lan Wangji an amused, knowing look, then left with the others. 


Wen Qing arched an eyebrow at them, then quietly took her leave as well. 


The silence in the room stretched as Wei Wuxian continued to stare at Lan Wangji. Finally, 
he spoke. 


“Lan Zhan. Did you just... quit your job and leave your sect?” 

“Mn.” 

“You... you’re really staying? Here? With me?” 

“T told Wei Ying I would stay last night. Unless Wei Ying prefers I get a place in town.” 


“No! No, you should definitely not do that. I mean... unless you want to! Then, of course, 
you can-” 


“Wei Ying,” Lan Wangji said, cutting him off before he could spiral further. 
“Lan Zhen?” 
“T am here. I will not leave.” 


“Yeah?” Wei Wuxian asked, standing right in front of him, so close they were almost 
touching. 


“Yes.” 
Wei Wuxian grinned, his hands sliding up along Lan Wangji’s shoulders. 


“Well. We’ll have to think of things to do so my Lan er-gege won’t get bored. Since he’s 
staying.” 


Lan Wangji settled his thumbs at the taper of Wei Wuxian’s waist, letting his palms rest on 
the full curve of his ass. 


“T am not concerned about boredom.” 


Wei Wuxian’s delighted laughter filled the small room. It was replaced shortly after with 
other sounds from his lips, of a different nature altogether. 


The end. 


A/N - Next up for me will be a DragonJi and FoxXian fic! 
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